9 „„ 
„ 534 


— 2 


(ILL 


* 94 64 
* 


7 75729 


enen s 


— 0 


— ho 
+. 7 
if gee 


„ 

i 
—— — * 
CONE ILETE: 


— — 
. —— 


—— 2 ES Sou 


** 
= « 
— 9 


„ 
» — 


7 
1 
' - on 
of - 
— 
— * 
. 
TT it 
— 7 
= 47 


— 


- 
l 


— 


* 


— 


1 
1 


si. 
NM «OR 
y | | lh in TIN 


1. Wy U t WTI N 


hy 


100 Cs > 


Ws 


£ F N * * 
2 > * * 
4 r oy * We 
o * 


% 


TESSTLE 


o 
2 * 
o 


Vow 


— 


— —— - on | 


Ry 


Cl 


— 
= - 


t b WARP oo WP (RAR z 
L. GEM 44, 


-” aa} 


„ 


= se 
- 2 100 


my 
0 


1 
Fn 


60% Nh, 
[TAN 
0 j 


= 


r 


— — 
8 


— 


WM 1 
= — — SIS . . . TS, OE 1 


an” 


"1/18, 


3 


9 „„ 
„ 534 


— 2 


(ILL 


* 94 64 
* 


7 75729 


enen s 


— 0 


— ho 
+. 7 
if gee 


„ 

i 
—— — * 
CONE ILETE: 


— — 
. —— 


—— 2 ES Sou 


** 
= « 
— 9 


„ 
» — 


7 
1 
' - on 
of - 
— 
— * 
. 
TT it 
— 7 
= 47 


— 


- 
l 


— 


* 


— 


1 
1 


si. 
NM «OR 
y | | lh in TIN 


1. Wy U t WTI N 


hy 


100 Cs > 


Ws 


£ F N * * 
2 > * * 
4 r oy * We 
o * 


% 


TESSTLE 


o 
2 * 
o 


Vow 


— 


— —— - on | 


Ry 


Cl 


— 
= - 


t b WARP oo WP (RAR z 
L. GEM 44, 


-” aa} 


„ 


= se 
- 2 100 


my 
0 


1 
Fn 


60% Nh, 
[TAN 
0 j 


= 


r 


— — 
8 


— 


WM 1 
= — — SIS . . . TS, OE 1 


an” 


"1/18, 


3 


A M A 8 TL F* 
KING of EGYPT. 


A 


ls n E , * 


; Togerher with ſome 
ADDITIONAL POEMS! 
By CHARLES MARSH £ 
— ro 
I. Fuge, ſed Poteras tutior eſſe Domi. Marte. 


om S DDS: 


Printed for CHARLES MARSR, at Cicers's Had i in 
Round Court in the Strand. M. DCC. XXXVIII. 


[Price Two Shillings.} 


PP 


„„ 


TO HER 
RO TAL HIOGHNE SS 
1 HE | 


Princes of WALES. 


MADAM, 


r is with the utmoſt humility, 
that I preſume to lay the fol- 
Gkod=Þ, lowing ſcenes, at the feet of 
pour ROYAL HIGHNESS. 


- ka greateſt lea I can offer in excuſe 
for ſuch a preſumption, is, that they are 
wholly friendleſs ; and, tho the world 


4 A 2 may 


_— 


end... aid 
* 


p 4 2 I — — — — a” 
* 1 
* 5 < 
— —ͤ— 
3 


— 


"DEDICATION. 


may £conflice me of vanity, 1n addrefling 


the productions of a muſe entirely un- 
known, to ſo Auguſt a PRINCESS] yet 
the moſt forcible argument I can make uſe 


of, on this occaſion is, that they ſtand 


in need of ſuch a proteftion. This 


TRAG EDY was offer'd to the manager 


of the Theatre Royal laſt winter ; 
but as T have not the honour of being 


known to perſons of rank and diſtinction, 
I ingeniouſly confeſs d it. Whether this 
was the inducing. reaſon, why it was not 
Fg there, I cannot determine. 


If it has the happineſs. of finding 
ur with. your RoTAL HIGHNESS, 
that will exceed the applauſe of thou- 
ſands. You are deſtin'd, Ma DAM, 
to be the joy of TREE NATIONS, 
and thoſe tranſcendant qualities, ſo con- 
ſpicuous in your ROYAL HIGHNEss, 


: excite the admiration of all hearts, 


That your Royar, HiGHNEsS and 


the ee — = live, to enjoy 


each 


"YN 

DEDICATION. . = 

each other, and perpetuate the bleſſings +3 

of peace and liberty to the Engl. 75 | 
nation, is the earneſt prayer, of 
MADAM, 


Tour Royal Highnſ? 4 
a 2 2222 
We bumble, and. 


D Devoted Wende, 


* 7 
— F 
e. 
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Mr. So THE RN. 


TNknown to fame, the muſe preſents her ſong 

J To you, whoſe. notes have charm'd the 
T1 world ſo long: | 

If you approve, ſhell not the cenſure fear 
Of thoſe, whoſe judgment ever ſhe'll revere, 
The candid, and the learn'd ; but ſhou'd you 

frown, he” 

In ging filence ſhe'll lay down 
Her yain pretenſions to a lawrel crown. 
Hail, Sir you wrote in an Auguſtan age, 
When /arce durſt not appear upon the /tage : 
E*er pantomime cou'd rear its mimic head, 
Or French buſfoon'ries did the land o'erſpread.” 
An Engliſh audience then was pleas'd with ſenſe, 
And nature, well deſcrib'd, was eloquence. 
There was no need of Harlequin to charm ; 
Your n lines then kept the hearers arm. 
Lee, Dryden, Otway, Congreve, Jou, and Rowe, 
Cou'd melt the heart, and bid the tear to flow. 


With 


(vii 
With ſilent wonder the rapt audience ſat, 
And 1 (a) Almeyda's and (5) Moni mi a's 

| Ae; N 2 

Wept at (c) Imoinda's and (d) Caliſta's grief, 
And pleas'd beheld (e) Ars 121 relief 
To purge the paſſions, take the droſs away, 
And make th* unruly appetites obe 2 
Our godlike reaſon, was the chief deſign 
Of Greece and Athens, for the tragic line 
Is truly noble, when it tends to raiſe 
The ſoul to virtue; then it merits praiſe, 


(a) Don Sebaſtian, _ (3) Orphan. 
(c) Oroonoko. (d) Fair Penitent. 
(e) Mowning Bride, | | 


Perſons 


4 4 f « / £ , 
% F R Me, i * — — 

Perſons Repreſented. 

5 f 7 


MEN. 


Amar, Ki of E 
Sens. og the Fwy rINCe. 
MARDIAN, a Baſtard, Nephew to the King. 


AR BAcks, a diſcontented Nobleman. 

5 two Courtiers. | 
CEPHRENUS z two Officers in the Egyprian | 
ARMENON ſ a 
A Rufſian. 


WOMEN. 


. a za young Lady, = married to 
Ws rince. --- 
Iras, her af, the 05, 7 Fo. 


Guards, &e. 3 
8 C ENE Menphis in ald Boy. 


KING of EGYPT: 
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ACTI SCENDF 
The royal palace ar Memphis. | 


Enter Phanes and Sethon, 


PHANES. 
NC E more, my friend, Egypt's in- 


trepid ſons 
e Exert the yalor of their great fore- 
fathers, 5 
And prove themſelves deſcendents of 
the Gods. | 
= the genius of our Land revives, 
ifting her head viQorious o'er our foes ; 


he hardy Libyan, and 23 jetty Erbiop, 


2 
* ad 

4 

bet 

wy 

7. 
5 | 

28 * 7 

1 4 , 

FEE 


Have 


2 AMASTS. ke 


Have felt the terror of our vengeful arms, 
Like thunder pouring from the hands of Fove. | 
Scth.Nor ſhall the Perfan, witha victor's pride, | 


Inſult us more; Fortune, that plum'd her wings, 


And perch'd herſelf on Cyrus golden creſt, 

With double welcome, fince that hero's death, 
Returns to Amaſis, the firſt of Kings. 
Pſammenitus has of the enemy 1 
Left twice ten thouſand for a prey to Vultures. 


A 


Pha. Their 5 the ever-glorious ſun, 
Henceforth ſhall, bl 
Nor view the leſſ'ning glory of his vot'ries. 


To day the prince, with living lawrel crown'd, 


Comes to receive, from his illuſtrious fire, 
The welcome due to fuch a god-like fon. - - -- 
Seth. He does, my friend, yet, tho? the noble | 
outh | ö 
Has * trod in the bright paths of honour, 
_ His father's r him quite eſtrang'd; 
His fond, paternal love, has had its date, ; 
And, in its room, inglorious paſſions reign. 
Pha. Pſammenitus Ka once his father's ſoul ; 
He liv'd not, but in gazing on the boy I- | 
When, from the war, triumphant he has come, 
Tn his fond arms | : 1 
He'd, with the extacy of lovers, claſp him; 
Hear him deſcribe the dangers he had *ſcap'd, | 
The glorious toils and hazards of the war, 


And dwell, with pleaſure, on his honour'd ſcars. # 
Then in a rapture would he bleſs the gods 


Who gave him ſuch a hero in a ſon. p 
Seth. But, as infirmity belongs to man, 
So the moſt Pe ſometimes blindly tread 


The maze of error. | Pha. 1 


uſh ing, yeil his ſacred head. 


err 


DOSS) pHOSTUHUOUR> HQ 


2 — 


AMASTS. 3 
3 Pha. The gods place kings as their vicegerents 
4 here ; „ 
And bid them rule, their proxies for this world; 
Nor can they ever delegate the truſt 
Of ſacred empire in a worthier hand: 
He is a prince whom heav'n mutt highly favour, 
Moſt merciful, beneſicent, and good. 
Before his throne the poor ne'er kneel'd in vain ; 
Th' oppreſſed orphans, and the widows tears, 
+ He wipes away, and glads with fit awards, 
* 2 Holding with equal poiſe, the ſcales of juſtice. 
d. Seth. _ Phanes, he is all that's great and 
FE 
Let, ſhall I ſpeak ? there is that ſtains his glory, 
That bows the hero, and ſubdues his ſoul : 
Caught in the ſnare of beauty; tho? he ſtruggles 
Like a hurt lion taken in the toils, | 
a} Still the tranſcendent charms of Miriana, 
superior, even to the voice of honour, 
Hold him in ſecret chains, twine round his heart, 
And of a monarch make a doating ſlave; _ 
Elſe, had his tow'ring virtue reach'd the skies, 
And claim'd its kindred to divinity. 
Pha. Sethon, obſerve the envy of their ſtars; 
The prince too doats on this illuſtrious charmer, 
And basks him in the ſunſhine of her ſmiles-! 
Father and fon ! both in her ſnares are caught; 
Both. wear the chains of this imperial beauty. 
Seth. Sure, by the haughty ſtride, that ſhou'd 
be Mardian, 1 
Abe nephew of the king—he moves this way, 
Buſied in gloomy thought. I know not why, 
His preſence irks my ſight within his mind 
= 1 The 


wo 


4 1 
The latent ſeeds of hot ambition lye, 1 
And make him to a throne a dang'rous kinſman. 
Let us avoid him, Phanes. Honeſt eyes CK 
But ill can brook to meet diflimulation. Exeunt. 


$62645602606200022000056502460650 5 | 
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Mardian alone. 


With victory return'd the Perſſans beat 
And does he here in triumph wing his way ?— 7 
He does—he comes—ſwell'd with his full-blown? 
honours. „ — 
Curſe on the ſtar that lights him thus to glory 
This prince the young Pſammenitus, this fav'rite 
Of thoſe who rule above. But to my peace | 
A mortal foe ;—the bane of my ambition. 
He's now the ſoldier's idol, Egypt's hope; : 
What then am I ?—do not theſe veins contain 
The ſame rich blood that circles in the king's ? | 
Tho? but a baſtard ſcion of his ſtem: 
Tho? mark'd with infamy, and quite deſpoil'd 
Of that inherent right, which'infant nature, 
In her firſt, uncorrupted ſtate, allow'd 
I0I all: yet the ethereal energy, 
The actuating principle that moves ; 
The ſoul to god-like acts that thirſt of ſwax 
Which was implanted in me at my birth, 1 
Has not forſook me. No. I feel the heat, 
The particle divine; it rages in me, 
And only boundleſs greatneſs can appeaſe it ! 


0 ö 
[ 
* 2 
* E * 
Wo we 
, .4Y 


7 
4 
A 
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 Mardian, Arbaces. 


Mar. Well, my Arbaces.—Is the prince arriv'd? 
Arb. He's now, my lord, amid'ſt th? acclaim- 
ing croud, 3 | 
Ent'ring, in martial pomp, our Memphis ſtreets. 
The ſwarming populace, ſo cloſely prets, 
They choak the paſſage of the victor's car. 
| * And wherefore do you ſhun this happy 
8 
Which all men's eyes are greedy to behold ! 
Arb. Let the unthinking herd, with laviſh 
praiſe | 


| Adore their minion, and engroſs his ſmiles : 
T cannot meanly fawn, nor E 
When the eſſential part, my heart, is abſent. 
But, I have ſaid enough—perhaps—too much. 


nd the knee, 


Mard. Nay—on : 


The prince 
Arb. Grows deadly | 
Mard. To your hopes and mine.. 

Arb. Mine he has Eill-d already. 
Mard. Speak your grie — 

Sorrows imparted to a tender friend, 

At leaſt are leſſen'd, if not quite redreſs'd. 
Arb. Tis needleſs to inform you of the hatred 


6 Buy great OHris, Pm already charm'd ! 


FF Which, from our infancy, has ſtill been nurs'd 
8 *'1wixt me and Phocias my deteſted rival; 


Suffice 


1 F 9 — 
& dv „ 


— . , , . 4 TY 


? 9 
— 
. # 


 Adjuring me to 


Thinking the favours he has layiſh'd on me, {| 


4 . 
Suffice it now to ſay — Mandane's loſt ! 
By prince Pſ/ammenitus* deſpotick will 


Beſtow'd, on this curſt fav'rite, this new minion! ? 


Her vows, that once were mine, by him are 

imd; 

He claſps her now while to his glowing breaſt 
The beauteous maid yields all that hoard of joys 
Which I had fondly treaſur'd up as mine: 
And ſhall I tamely bear it, fit ml calmly, 
And *bide with patience under ſuch an injury ? 
No I diſclaim all loyalty and love; 
Irrevocable hate—revenge, and ſpight, | 
Come to my aid :—henceforth poſſeſs my ſoul, 
That I may throw with treble retribution, 

On the offender's head—this mortal pang ! 
Mard. There ſpoke indeed the man—here let 
| us join; 
Like two bold hunters, we'll unite our toils, 
Nor ſhall the lion, or the whelp eſcape. 

Arb. I am your creature, ever, my good lord; 
Your father, my late royal maſter, rais'd me: 
To you devoted, my remains of life, : 
From this fixt Ara, ſhall be wholly yours. 
Propoſe the means—T have a heart and hand 


Shall never ſtop, while there's revenge in view. 


Mard. Hear then; the prince, preſuming on a 
_ friendſhip 
Has long been kept inviolate betwixt us, 
Left to my ns, Aulete's beauteous daughter, 
eep her from the eyes 
Of the enamour'd king : he truſts me too, 
Calls me his friend, and hugs me in his boſom ; 


/ 


AMASIS. 


Are ample recompence for loſs of empire. 


Thus have I means to ruin both at once, 
vet neither think me falle —— _ 


Arb. Still may they ſleep 


Still Jull themſelves in their own fancy'd ſafety; 


Till th' unſeen hand of fate ſhall draw the curtain, 


1 | And waiting ruin ſhall deyour them both. 
But, Mardian, ſay, how did the king relapſe ? 
3 *Twas faid, he had reſign'd her to his fon. 


Mard. One day, *twas when the ſun was 
mounted high, _ 1 8 As 

And, from his zenith, ſhot his fer vid rays 

With his meridian {trength—the love-fick maid, 

Teavoid the heat, had gain'd a jeſs' mine bow*r : 

The ſpringing flow'rs (the emblem of ber beauty) 

Seem to rejoice at ſuch a charming gueſt! 

Penſive ſhe ſat upon a verdant ſear, 

Her languid head reclin'd upon her hand ; 

Her robes were by officious zephyrs fann'd, 

And gently blown aſide : when, to the view, 

Her 2 roſe, liſted by heaving ſighs ; 

Her warmeſt wiſhes then were ſent abroad, 


And made her cheeks with deep vermilion glow: 
All that the poets fable of their Venus, 


3 Ev'n when the raptur'd fancy higheſt ſoars, 


Comes ſhort of what ſhe ſfeem'd ! the am'rous 
... monarch, . 335 
As fortune led his ſteps, came by that way; 
Struck with th* enchanting ſight - ſpeechleſs 
he gaz' d, 
Devouring with his eyes that world of beauty! 
As he approach'd her the affrighted maid | 
Precipitately fled—like a young bounding roe, 
Ed That 


* ; " 


8 e 
That ſcuds it o'er the lawns to *ſcape the hunter; 
So did ſhe fly confus'd—and left the king 
Plung'd o'er—quite loſt in the vaſt gulph of love. 
Arb. How will his warring paſſions tear his ſoul, 
When he beholds the young victorious prince 
Claiming his ſacred — EF. 15 
Mard. True, Arbaces 
Already he begins to curſe his birth, 
Wiſhes he could behold him a dead coarſe, 
Stretch'd at his feet, rather than thus triumphant. 
That ſelf-tormenting ſcorpion, jealouſy, 
es on his vitals, and devours his heart, 
Deforming the great image of the gods. ; 
Yet let the impending ſtorm break where it will, 
Still it muſt make for us—while we, ſecure, 
Watching the moment, when their genii nod 
Will catch them then, and drag them to per- 
EE * . | 
But I muſt hence, by this the king expects me, 
With well-diſembPd duty will T meet him. 
Who covers deep deſigns, ſhou'd have the art, 
To make the face look different from the heart. 
3 IlExeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 


A private apartment in the palace. Miriana is 


diſcovered fitting in a melancholly poſture. Iras 
attending. Soft muſich. | 


After the muſick, ſhe riſes and ſpeaks. 


Mir. In vain theſe ſoothing ſounds of joy 
_ ſalute me; | = ar 30 
In vain does muſick lend its ſprightly aid! 
All powerful harmony, that can aſſwage, 
And calm the ſorrows of the trenzy*d wretchz 
Till Iull'd with thy enchanting, grateful numbers, 
He throws quite off the burthen- that oppreſs d 
him. 1 


On me thy force is loft. Inſenſible to joys 


Mourning and diſcontent fit heavy on me. 
Tras. Still, ſtill, my royal miſtreſs; will you 
cCheriſh #7 | 


This pining anguiſh, that deſtroys your peace, 
And preys upon your life? deſponding looks, 
And eyes that ſtream with tears, are fit companions 
For misry and deſpair 


Mir. This is their manſion: 


Here, in this heart, they've ta'eri up their abode; 
And, oh, I fear, will dwell with me for ever. 
What. is't to me, this ſplendid pomp of woe, 


his pageantry of greatneſs, that but ſwells 


Hnd more augments my grief? penny of Egypt 
And yet I am forelorn—diftre 


s and forrow 


C Are 


10 AMA 


Are rooted in my ſoul. 
Iiras. Why ſhould they dwell 
Where innocence and goodneſs ſit inthron'd 
In all their native luſtre ?—let me beg you— 
Mir. What would'ſt thou ſay ! haye I the joy 
of brides? | 
Have theſe defiring eyes beheld their lord, 
Ev'n from that moment, when the holy prieſt 
Pronounc'd us one ? 
Tras. Not ſeen him fince you wedded ?— 
Mir. Scarce was the holy ceremony ended, 
When the harſh trumpet call'd him to the field. 
"Twas on that morning, when the king com- 
mandèed e | 
Pſammenitus, as general, ſhould ſucceed 
My warlike father, privately he came 
To take his farewel, e'er he went to battle. 
Gods! what divinity then ſhone around him! 
How did he look ! majeſtick, all commanding, þ. | 
Awful as Mars !—yet, love had kindly mixt, . } 
And blended in his mien, the ſoothing ſweetneſs *' 
Of the fair Cyprian queen. With ſighs and vows, 
With all the tender eloquence of love, _. 
He begg'd me to. reward his faithful flame, 
That he might call me his—however fortune 
diſpos'd of him in fight—— | 
ras. You yielded then—— _ 
Mir. CouldI refuſe, there to beſtow my hand, 
Where my fond heart already had ſumm'd up 
All that the bounty of the gods. could give? 
The woman's niceneſs had been then in vain: 
That hour united us the ſacred rites 
In ſecret were perform'd, and I was rais'd 


To 


Pſammenitus is noble 


J M A 5 I F. . 


To the illuſtrious rank of Egypt's princeſs. 


Iras. Why then theſe tears ?—pardon your 
faithful ſlave, 


Mir. Ob, he's god-like !S— 
Heav'n form'd him ſure, a pattern for mankind; 
The pride of his own ſex, and wiſh of ours ! 
Yes, I were bleſt, did not the faithleſs king, 


In yiolation of his royal promiſe, 


Still perſecute me with his guilty paſſion: 


In this retreat, where I have choſe with thee 
To live reclus'd, and hidden from the world, 


To mourn the irkſome abſence of my husband ; 
Each day he comes,and haunts me with his love; 


Thinking to charm me with the pompous 


ſounds | | 
Of grandeur, power, and all that can invite, 
Or elevate the thoughts of the ambitious : 


But, *tis in vain ; for heav'n that ſees the ſoul, 
And knows the ſecret ſprings of all our actions, 


Muſt bear me witneſs, *twas the virtues only 


Of my P/ammenitus that gain'd my love. 


Well cou'd I bear diſgrace and poverty, 
The loſs of what the fortunate call bleſſings, 
Riches and honour, all the golden train 


That wait obſequious on the proud and great: 
I could forego it all for him for him 


Whom I have choſe the partner of my heart, 
Thro? all the various ſcenes that chequer life. 
Tras. The gods, who're ever friendly to the 
virtuous, | 


Will yet pointout ſome way to make you happy : 


Each moment brings P/ammenitus {till nearer ; 


C2 His 


* 


Iz "PAM AST RN 
His preſence will diſperſe the beating ſurges 
That, gathering to a ſtorm, now vex your peace, ( 
And bring you to the haven of repoſe. —— 
Mir. Methinks, indeed, the mention of that 
name 
Shou'd make my heart exult and bound with 
. 
But yet this gloom that hangs upon my ſoul, 
This inward ſomething, not to be expreſs'd, 
Checks all my riſing raptures, damps each thought 
That tends to joy Oh, thou reſplendent goddeſs! 
Thou chaſte Diana, that protects thy votaries, 
To whom my virgin vows were ever paid! 
Why did I leave your ſafe and flow*ry paths, 
Where peace of mind and ſweet contentment 
dwell, | 
To tread the thorny labyrinths of love ? 

Tras. Truft ſtill in heaven, the victorious prince 
May find ſome moment to diſcloſe your marriage 
And Anais, returning yet to virtue, | 

Shall heap paternal bleſſings, in reward 
For all the hero's ſuff' rings. 

Mir. Ye bleſt pow'rs! 

Extinguiſh in his breaſt this fatal flame, 
And bring him back to honour—Ha! he's here! 
Down riſing thoughts deſcend eꝰen to the centre; 
That I may put a foreign *ſemblance on, 
Leſt his too piercin eyes pervade, and ſearch 
The ſecrets of my ſoul. 
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SCENE V. 


Amaſis, Miriana, Mardian, Iras. 


Ama. Mardian, no more !—T tell thee, I have 
try'd . 
The W ſtrength of vain philoſophy, 
The moral reas'nings of the wiſeſt ſages, 
All that the ſchools of Athens ever taught: 
What are they, when oppos'd to beauty's pow'r? 
Her lov'd idea's blended with my ſoul ; | 
And what ſhall raze it thence ? ſooner the Mile, 
When, with impetuous force, he breaks his 
| banks, | * 1 | 
And in his dreadful march bears all before him, 
Shall be turn'd backward by this fingle hand! 
Mir. Be ſtill my heart, what mean thy dread 
aalarms. Jade. 
Ama. Hail Miriana? hail angelick maid ! 
How ſhallI ſpeak, how tell thy wond'rous worth? 
With laviſh hands the gods have ſhour'd on thee 
Their choiceſt gifts, form'd thee ee fair, 
And mark'd thee out for their peculiar fav'rite. 
Behold, I lay my ſceptre at your feet, 
Thou'rt Egypt's queen Nay, ſtart not Miriana, 
Nor think this a ſhort ſally of wild tranſport; 
Thy virtues add a brightneſs to my throne, 
And make its glories blaze with greater ſplendor. 
Mir. My lord! 


Ama. Why doſt thou, bluſhing, turn away 
Thy eyes ?—let the ill-judging world repine, 


And 


14 . 
And envy thy ſuperior excellence. | 
You merit more, my fair, than can this globe, 
With all its pompous honours, e'er beſtow. 1 
Mir. Strive not, great fir, to ruin my repole ; 1 
My humble fate neber meant me for a crown; 
Nor did my ſoul &er ſwell with ſuch ambition; 
T am unworthy of your leaſt regard. 1 
Ama. Unworthy ! where then ſhall we find 
perfection? a 


2 


The characters of heav'n are fairly wrote | 
On thy bright form! the purity of angels! 
Moſt ſteadfaſt truth, and never-ending joys! ! 
Bleſt peace, with its fair train of happineſs! | 
All—all, are found in thee ! f 


Mir. My worth's ſo ſmall, 
That this exaggerating praiſe upbraids me ; 1 
And ſpreads this crimſon o'er my glowing chee ks. 
Survey, my lord, the thouſand various beauties FO 
That ſhine in 44a; and then fix your choice B 
On ſome illuſtrious maid, whoſe thirit for rule, FA 
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And parity of birth, may dignify, 0 
And A ke add — 2M 
The ſhining glories of a crown wou'd fade, YA 
And loſe their luſtre, were it plac'd on me. . 
Wou'd heav'n but be indulgent, prove propitious, I. 
All that I ask, is bleſt ſerenity : 1 


In peaceful ſolitude to paſs my days, ; 

Obſcure, and unregarded ; not to raiſe 5 

A pile (from flatt'ring man). of momentary (A. 
praiſe. = 
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f SCENE VI. 
Amaſis, Mardian. 


Ana. Confuſion! to my face am I deſpis'd? 
id Fave I, whoſe ſtubborn ſoul yet never kneẽ- 

Io cringe and bend, have I deſcended thus, 

Io be refus'd ?—perdition blaſt her beauties. 

3 DMard. How thin are the diſguiſes we put on, 

To hide th? impaſſion'd frailties of our ſouls! 

q eg the prince comes, in other terms ſhe'll 

I eak, 62 9 

3 Unfolq to him the language of the heart. 

Anna. Ha !—thou haſt read aright the ſubtle 
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Ks. 4 | maid. | | 


s On me, ſhe turns an eye of fierce diſdain, 
But, to another, gives her very ſoul. 
>, Another! who ?—who durſt aſpire ſo high, 
Or &en in thought preſume to rival me? 
23 My ſon ! hence, ſtruggling nature, all thy calls 
Are loſt, in the wild tempeſt of my paſlion : _ 
Pſammenitus, thou art diſclaim'd for ever. 
us, Thou innate enemy to my repoſe! 3 
4 | [ Mouts at a diſtance. 
Mard. Theſe ſhouts proclaim him at the 
; palace gates. 2 00 N 
A dbaces, ſure, will mark the lucky moment. de. 
3 * * he in triumph too? ambitious 
7 OY ! 
hat, like an unfledg*d eagle, longs to ſoar, 
E'er his young pinions can ſuſtain his weight. 
7 BY SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 3 
Amaſis, Mardian, Arbaces. 


Ana. Arbaces | Well! — 
Arb. Hail to your majeſty ! | | 
P/ammenitus, with ſolemn pomp, is come. 
Adorn'd with all the enſigns of a conq”ror 
Borne at the head of his exulting ſoldiers, 
Who. rob the palm and olive of their branches, 
To ſtrew the way, and make our ſtreets a grove, 
Applauding Memphis grateful greets his preſence. 
Next to his car, in glitt'ring fetters bound; 
Ten captives (in whoſe veins the richeſt blood 
Of Perſia runs) in abject ſtate are ſeen. 3 
Th? admiring croud, gaze *till the beamy orbkss 
Of fight are almoſt crack?d ; ſhouts rend the airy 
As when great %s, thro? the Æther pours 9 
Tremendous peals of thunder. ' 


Ama. Have you done? 3 AY 
Or mean you to fall down and worſhip this newt 
| God? | 1 | | 3 
This idol of the changing populace! # 
In love, and war, ſuperior far to me.—— * 
But Iwill be my ſelf—exert the king; 4 
And put on all my majeſty to meet him. # 
| + [Exit Amaſis. 
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SCENE VIII. 
Mardian, Arbaces. 


Mar. So—thus far all goes well now let it 
Work! | | 
This double jealouſy of lovegAnd pow'r, 
Either of which would ſet a world in flames, 
Muſt in deſtruction end! | | 

Arb. Mark'd you his front? 
The hoſtile frown, that on his viſage ſat, 


Declar'd the fury which he felt within. 


Mard. It did. Butie%er to-morrow's ſun ſhall ſet, 


That fury ſhall burſt forth, like thoſe eruptions 


Which tna, or Veſuvious vomit out, 


And ſcatter death and ruin, where it flies. 
What! tho* my father, without prieſtly form, 
Infus'd his god-like ſoul into my mother; 

And I am but the produce of ſtoll'n joys, 
When vigorous nature prompted them 'to love ! 
My ſpirit !—that aſpiring heavenly ſpark ! 
Struck out from Fove to lighten up this clay, 
Wou'd ſoar aloft—beyond the vulgar ken! 

In her imperial ſeat look down on men, 


As the ſtrong eagle mounts, and ſcorns the 
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diſtant wren. 


End of the firſt AF. 
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KCT U SCENE L 


Ali anutichamber. 


Pſammenitus, Cephrenus, Armenon. 


Pſammenitus. 


CREED Mmortal Vs, and thou great Oferis, - 
N 85 Accept, = tutelary gods of Egypt, 
RE As incenſe, theſe our tributary thanks! 
N At length deſtruction ceaſes. Mur- 
A wow war Fre | 3 
Has glutted quite its fell companion death, © 
Nor ſhall he more, with undiſtinguiſh'd rage 1 
Sweep to one common grave the great and 
vulgar. i r 
O, my brave friends! partakers of my dangers; * 
How ſhall I teſtify the grateful ſenſe — 
My ſoul conceives of ſuch exalted worth ? —-' 7 
But kings, like gods, diffufive of their bleſſings, 
+ When merit claims, with open hands reward; 
My father then, great Amaſis, ſhall thank you. 
Ceph. Tis to Pſammenitus we owe our conqueſt: 
The exemplary valour of our prince 1 
Chear'd the deſponding ſoldier, gave new ardor, 
And kindled in his ſoul a thirſt for glory. 4 = 
| | In. 
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The joy to ſee you thus with vict'ry crown'd, 


oo 


IM 24'S 115: - 


Asen. Who wou'd not follow where his gen'ral 


Z Shou'd death, with all his 2 train, appear 
Io ſtop the paſſage, ſuch illuſtrious courage 
Mou'd ſure inſpire een ſloth and cowardice, 
And teach them to be daring. 

* P/am. Soft, my friends. 

Flatt'ry but ill becomes a ſoldier's mouth; 


Leave we the practiſe of thoſe meaner arts 


JI o ſmooth- tongue ftateſmen, and betraying 
F courtiers. 


1 
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S CEN E II. 


Pſammenitus, Mardian, Cephrenus, Armenon. 


* Pſam. My friend! my Mardian! my ſoul's 


I other part! 
I be ſight of thee muſt ſurely be auſpicious ; 


1 To meet my friend the moment I arrive 
Foretels the happineſs that heav'n deſigns me. 


Mard. Here let me knee l here, by the great 
3 STR, / ri 5, : | | 
* Swear faith, and friendſhip, to my princely 
= : Fkmſman: | | 
Exceeds the pow'r of ſpeech. 

P/am. Let this—and this— [ embracing. 
Witneſs, how I eſteem and love ſuch virtue. 


J But ſee, the door unfolds, duty be firſt obey'd, 
XZ Then, loye and M. iriana wholly claim me. 


by” 
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K ed b b g C GC l.. N. & & & & i &. C c. & 
| SCENE II. 


Opens and diſcovers Amaſis on his throne. Pſam- 
menitus, Mardian, Arbaces, Cephrenus, Ar- 
menon, Phanes, Sethon, and attendants. T he 
prince bows to the king at a diſtance. 


3 
a 


_ Pſammenitus, your conqueſt, wing*d by 
ame, 
Has reach'd our ears: with wonder we obſerve, 
Where-e*er you paſs, the idolizing croud 
Behold you as their guardian deity, 
Stile you invincible, their great protector: 
The pillar that ſupports our royal fabrick, 
Which elſe wou'd fall, and moulder into ruin. 
« Pſam, If I have any virtue, if kind heav'n 
Has bleſt with victory my youthful arms, 
And. crown'd me with the ſpoils of proſtrate foes, 
*Tis all my father's : in his glorious cauſe I 
Still ſhall my ſword be drawn, my blood be ſhed. 3 
You fir'd my breaſt with emulating ardor, | 
Train'd me to martial aQs, taught me, when 
„„ os OTE TREE : | 
To bend the ſtubborn bow, and hurl the javelin ; 
Early you plac'd me in the foremoſt rank, | 
And bid me, in the fury of the fight, 
Maintain that poſt, or die. 

Ama. But now, my hero, 
You bear the palm from all competitors. 
My glories diſappear, when thou'rt in ſight : 
As the feint twylight of the glimm'ring morn 
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Is loſt amid the blaze of fuller day. | 
*  P/am. If &er my ſoul was fond of vain ap- 


1 lauſe, 

Or wwell'd with praiſes from th' unthinking 
viulgar, 

FL ſurp'd an honour from my royal ſire; 


Judge me, ye gods! and let me ſink before him: 
For you, my king and father, have I fought ; 
For you I conquer'd. 15 | 
Ama. For yourſelf you triumph'd ; 
FE lated with your conqueſt, you forget 
Z Your duty to your king—Ungrateful boy! 
ou, like young Fove on 1da's airy top, 
Attract the eyes of the admiring throng, 
Whilſt I, like Saturn, am left quite regardleſs, 
Deſerted, and forlorn. 1 ; 
= FP/am. Oh, ſacred fir, 7 [ kneeling. 
Thus at your feet I bend and lay my lawrels. 
Let me not riſe, ye all avenging powers! 
Transfix me here your monument of wrath ! 
On me, prove all your thunder, if a thought 
Eier roſe within me, but of utmoſt rey*rence, 
And dutious veneration for my father. 
Some buly villain, ſome unknown, curſt traitor, 
Has ſure traduc'd me to the royal ear. 5 
Oh!] that my ſword cou'd find him, that ſhou'd 
prove 
The filial piety of wrong'd Pſammenitus. 
Ana. Prince, this bold licenſe of preſuming 
5 youth, | | 
But more offends us. In our preſence this ?— 


By Jove, if I not rouſe me, this proud boy, 


Y E'er long, will ſtrip me of my majeſty !— 4 


* 


22 5 


Of all my honours, and quite leave me bare, 
The blank of royalty why, with what pomp * 
Did our Egyptians mꝭet him as he pafs'd! 7? 
Proclaim'd nim their deliverer !—to the skies 
Ten thouſand voices, all at once, aroſe, 3 4 
With adulating ſounds, to mouth his praiſes! | 
As he had been Alcides, or the god 
Who guides the fiery car, great Mars himſelf! 
Pſam. Where ſhall the innocent now fly tor 
ſhelter? | 
Since in the royal breaſt there is no juſtice ! 
Oh king ! oh father ! by thoſe ſacred names 
I beg you take take from this wretched prince 
His hated life—fince I no more behold EY 
The dear paternal ſmiles that wont to bleſs me ; 
Since I offend you, cut me from the eart nn: 
Are theſe the triumphs of Pſammenitus? 
Oh! fatal conqueſt! mournful victory)? 
Fame, glory, empire, all th' aſpiring hopes, 
The blooming pleaſures that ſhou'd crown my , 
outh, 3 
Are blaſted quite! my lawrels all are wither'd ! 7 
Nor ſhall the prince of Egypt wear em more. 
Ama. Woud'ſt thou acquit thee of the impu- 
tation, | 7 
And prove th' obedience which you ſo much 
boaſt, 33 4 
Be this the teſt, the touchſtone of thy duty. 
Reſign the rich, th' ineſtimable gem, . 
The treaſure my fond ſoul has long defir'd : I 
For, mark me prince, I'd reign too in my turn. 
Fair Msriana is the crown I privy; 8 
To her lift not up thy forbidden eyes. = 4 
125 5 er 
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yl Irier ſmile is Goon ambition, and renown, 
p | Þ Nor can an empire gain'd, compenſate for her 
1 frown. Exit. Amalis and attendants. 
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SCENE IV. 


"5 - Pfammenitus, Mardian. 
Pleite- Ain I awake ? or is't a viſion all ?— 

Oh, Mardian, aid me, help me to ſup 2 
The thoughts that war within, an tear my 

brain. 

| Got her! give her up! forſake my love! 

- Oh tyrant duty! what doſt thou demand ? 

Can it then be? and is the ſacred word 

0f kings, no more than blaſts of common air i ? 

If fo, all truth is baniſh'd from the earth: 

Bach to her native sky ſhe has retir'd, 

And only ſtern oppreſſion reigns below. a 

Mard. Think not ſo deeply on't, my lord 

*twas but 

A whirl, perhaps a ſudden ouſt of paſſion, 
Which reaſon, the next moment, may o'er rule. 

P ſam. Not think on't Ido I think ?—do l, 

or live, 

for ſpeak ?—or am I ſtunn'd, quite ſenſcleſs grown, 

Cruffrd with the mortal weight that's thrown 

| upon me? 

Ab {—wowd I were !—theſe pangs—the agonies, 

The piercing throes of ſoul I now endure, 

Would then be over but, While thought remains, 

While the * ſtill preſents 
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24 AM ASTS. 1 
Such images, my woes will make me feel em. 7 
Mard. To ſee you thus, my prince, is death 'F 
to Mardian. 4 
Compoſe yourſelf the king, you know, is god- 
„ 1 E 
Good, to a vaſt profuſion ; he extends F 
His juſtice to the meaneſt of his ſlaves ; 4 
What then is owing to P/ammenitus * 8 
Pſam. The king !—where is he? why haſt 8 

- thou diſturb'd me! [ arting. 

I wou'd have dos'd out life—you wake my 
CRE  -: i POR 5 = 
And bring me back again to ſenſe and pain !—* 


ot 


Has he not us'd a brutal violence ?— ; 


7 

. 

4 

- 

F 

2 

Fa 
* 


Perhaps compell'd her ?—drag'd her to his bed? 
Methinks my buſy ſoul now 5 — the ſcene: | 
Lſee him now, th” imperial lawleſs tyrant ; 

Oh royal rufhan ! in her ambient hair 


His hand faſt lockt, he graſps my helpleſs love ; 
With ſtrong convulſive pangs, in vain ſhe ſtrives, 
In vain on me ſhe calls—help—help, Pſammenitus- 
Your wife — your virgin- bride, is quite deſpoil'd! 
He, who ſhou'd guard her innocence, has ſtain'd it! 
Undone !—abandon'd !—ruin'd, and forlorn !— 
Oh, I can bear no more; my brain will burſt! 
My veins, my heart, my arteries, are on fire? 
Gods ! give me madneſs to allay the torture !/— | 
Mard. His wife! bleſt chance! I ſhall im- 
prove that ſecret. Iläa de. 

Forbear, my prince - what means theſe excla- 
mations? "3h 9 
The princeſs, arm'd with virtue, is ſecure; K 
Heav'n {till protects its conſtant yotaries. = 


bf, 


z0d- 4 


m. P/am. Whence theſe prefages ? theſe unwonted 
24th 3 ſh udd'r 1 ngs 9 | : 


Such bodings are not fancies imag”ries : 


A more than woman's fear inyades my heart. 


| Remember, Mardian, to your care I gave her; 
| Charg'd you to keep her from my father's fight. 


If thou haſt dar*d to break the laws of friendſhip, 


And laid her beauties as a ſnare to catch him, 


Think on the horrors that await thy crime ! 
Spectres ſhall haunt and fright thy guilty ſoul, 
And make thee curſe thy being, curſe the light! 


Z Blaſpheme the gods; and pull perdition down 


Swift on thy traytor's head! 8 
Nay, when thou ſhalt deſcend to thoſe dark 


— > 


Where howling fiends are held in penal chains, 


1 And mix thee with the manes of the damn'd, 


E'en there thou ſhalt be branded for thy fin ; 
Since none can equal thy ſtupendous vileneſs 
Mard. Is this the due return my fooliſni love 


Has merited to ſtand ſuſpected thus 
But *tis moſt juſt—henceforth I ſhall be wary _ 


it! How I contract a friendſhip with th' ungrate- 


Pſan. Stay, ardian, ſtay I yet would think 

thee honeſt: | Hle | 
Our infant years were ſpent in love together; 
Our. ſimpathiſing ſouls were fill united; 
Have we not been the mirror to each other, 
Whoſe bright reflection has expos'd to view, 
The moſt minute conceptions of our hearts ? - 
Mard. It grieves me, that my prince ſhould 
have a doubt $ 

E Of 


26 . 
Of Mardian's firm, unalterable faith. 
Pſam. I'll think no more on't it brings chaos 
o'er me. 7 f 
To love and Miriana will I fly; 
To extacies too fierce to be deſcrib'd ! 
There will I loſe this ſorrow that ſurrounds me, 
And, like bleſt martyrs, broken with their ſut- 
| f'rings, 
Retire to heav'n, and to eternal reſt. [EEæxit. 


e eee 
SCENES 
Mardian. 


Mard. And, if to ſleep thou goeſt—be it eter- 


nal ! | Y 18 
Perdition on thy head - thou honeſt fool! 
Think'ſt thou, the wiſe, like thee—lay bare 

their ſoulss N 
To ev'ry new proteſter ?--oh what eaſy dolts 
Theſe knotty hero's are Ia vow of friendſhip, 
A formal face, and looks of ſeeming honeſty 
Catch the unthinking wretches in a moment. 
Repoſe in me !—ha—ha—dream on, be lull'd! 
Nor feel the boſom'd ſnake, till it has ſtung you. 
Marry'd he is. The ſecret too is mine, 
Doubt not, but I'll employ it to advantage. 
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1 Mardian, Arbaces. 
Ab. A more than uſual gladneſs ſmooths 


4 your brow ; | 
And may think, with reaſon, you are pleas'd 

At ſomething unexpected. 
„Mard. Wou'd you think it? — 

This hot brain'd hero this young am'rous fool 

Has ſacrificed his fame, his idol, glory; 

All his whole hoard of honour, to a woman. 

True, ſhe is fair, the faireſt of her ſex ! 
But to pronounce him wretched all at once, 

2 He's wedded ! == 

Arb. Wedded! ha to Miriana l. 
MVVay peſtilential blaſts - contagious fogs, 
Damper than e' er obſcur'd the face of day, 
For ever quench their hymeneal torch.— 
= DAMard. Moſt glorious thought! 'twill be a 


EY 


3 maſter- piece 

es —'twill be vengeance riſing to my hatred ! 
What, if at night, when fond P/ammenitus 
Expects to fate his ſoul with full fruition 

Of yet untaſted bliſs, we then cou'd ſubſtitute 
King Amas — ſend him to fill thoſe arms? 
Which yet, no doubt, are ſtrangers to em both. 
Ab. Vide-ſpreading ruin—milery, refin'd 
Beyond the practiſe of malicious demons, 

2X Muſt be the conſequence. The vaſt idea 
Swells me to more than mortal—great revenge, 


E 2 : Thar 


Are : 
That cries ſo loud within me, thy demands 
_ Shall all be anſwer'd !—yes, P/ammenitus, 
Like mine, thy heart ſhall know moſt deep 
deſpair ; | | | 
The pang that follows diſappointed love : 
Still doat like me, and be a wretch for ever. 
* Have you yet heard, Arbaces, of the 
ate 6 
Of thoſe brave Perſſans, whom the chance of war 
Made captives to the prince? 
Arb. In a cloſe dungeon, | 
Whoſe horrid womb the emblem ſeems of hell, 
1 with gauling chains, they mourn their 
8 | 


* MNitas, who keeps them, is my well-try'd friend. 


"Tis true, he dreſſes up his face in ſmiles ; 
| Yet well I know, upon a late affront | 
The king has offer'd him, within his breaſt 
His anger ſmother'd lies; and only waits 
A ſeaſon that may help him to diſcharge it. 
Mard. *Tis well—we'll ſhape the time, my 
friend, like Jove, "JOS I 
When he made fate, and ſaid, thus ſhall it be. 
The ing? no more—we now muſt mask our 
: | 


ſouls. 


SCENE 


4A A 


8 Vit 
Amaſis, Mardian, Arbaces, Sethon, Phanes, 
and attendants. 


Ama. Bid Nitas lead the captiyes forth to 
death. 

The Perſian oft? has laviſh'd, in his rage, 
The blood of my beſt ſubjects But revenge 
Shall now be mine; her hundred iron whips 
Shall all be brandiſh'd, and my toes ſhall fals 
Of the rich purple ſtream that flows from them, 
Ill make libation to the injur'd manes | 
Of thoſe brave friends ; who, fighting by my fide, 
_— ſtrew'd the fields with heaps of mangl'd 
1mbs, 

And fill'd the air with peals of dying groans. 
Mard. Ha! goes it there ?—I muſt prevent 

their deaths, | 
Or all our ſchemes are impotent and fruitleſs. 
[ afide to Arbaces. 
Your majeſty will not prophane this day 3 
This ſacred jubile of general mirth : 
When Egypt reaps the harveſt of her vict'ry, 
And all her ſons, with jocund revelings, 
Enjoy the pleaſures that attend on conquerors. 
The ſoldiers now, in wantonneſs and eaſe, 
Devote themſelves to Bacchus all their tents 
Are ſpread with garlands; each one tells his 
fellow, «s 1 
The number of the ſlain his arm has fell'd. 
Ho With 


Aa 


Wich lawrel now they wreath their houſhold 


ods, 
W hikes preſence heightens and improves their 
tranſports, | 
And more extends the canſort of their joy ! 
Pardon me, ſacred fir ! but blood, methinks, 
Shou'd not diſcolour this day's happy whiteneſs. 
Ama. To-morrow then they die.—Phares and 
Sethon : ST 
Haſte, and protract their doom. This day, indeed, 
| [ Exeunt Phanes and Sethon. 
Has giv'n me back part of that maſs of glory 
Which changing fortune lately rifl'd from me. 
Methinks, I now again appear as great, 
As when with Apries, I for empire ſtruggl'd: 
Long did the goddeſs yict'ry, doubtful ſtand, 
At length ſhe plac'd herſelf upon my brow ; 
Smiling, ſhe came, pleas'd to be ſeated there, 
And bid my budding honours ever flouriſh. 


Mard. Where ſlept my father's genius at 


that hour ? 
But I muſt ſpeak a language that becomes me; 
The courtier fawns—then, when he means to 

ruin. | Us 7” Lade. 
Our Eaſtern world knows not a greater emperor; 
Provincial lords, and tributary 2 | 
Shall bending come, and bow hefore your foot- 


ſtool. . 


Make you the arbitrator of their quarrels, 
And ſhield them from their enemies hoſtile force, 
Beneath the ſpreading ſhelter of your power. 
Arb. The god, who rules the day, in all his 
travels, | 
Sces 
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Sees not a happier monarch ! ſo belov'd! 
Your ſubjects, ev'ry moment, ſend to heav'n 
Their pray'rs for your ſucceſs: in ev'ry heart 
You reign unrivall'd nor was Cyrus more 
The — * of the skies! 
Ama. Ceaſe, ceaſe, this flatt'ry! 
>Tis a mean, vicious habit thoſe contract, 
Who hide the ſettl'd purpoſe of their ſouls 
Under its ſmooth and glitt'ring ornaments, 
As they diſdain'd the honeſt company 
Of plain and native truth.—I ſhou'd be happy, 
Above the wiſhes of defiring mortals ; 
Beyond the golden viſions Tm elyſium, 
Did lovely Miriana on me ſmile, 
Or caſt a ſoft'ning look on my deſpair ! 
Honour and pow'r, like empty, gaudy trifles, 
For her I'd quit, and think the barter gain. 
But the, with eyes ſevere, and down-cait mien, 
Tells me, ambition never was her choice; 
A crown, to her, brings no ſincere delight; 
She ſeeks content in a more humble lot. 
Mard. Vet time, my liege, may make her 
leſs averſe. 8 N "as 1 
he” 15 not, there are moments, when that 
_ lex : | 
Throw off th? affected pride, and forc'd conſtraint, 
That keep em from conſenting to be happy. 
Ama. It ſhall be fo no obſtacle thall 
ſtop me; | #7 
Not all the ſubtilties, the labour'd arts, 
The feints that her whole ſex deviſe to 
{hun us, | 


Chall - 


_ A M. AI. 
Shall bar me from thoſe joys I mean to prove, 
When, towards mine, her beating breaſt ſhall 

n g 
And her whole ſoul ſhall give a looſe to love. 
e 13 | Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIII. 
Miriana's apartment: 
Pſammenitus, Miriana. | 
Pſani. This; Miriana, is, indeed, reward 
For all the perils that attend on war; 
Ample as vaſt ambition e*er could with ! 
To reign ſupremely here within thy heart, 
Is far more glorious than anointed pow'r ! 
Then let my father take it all ; this world, 
This trifling gewgaw, if compar'd to thee, © 
And leave me only to indulge my 4” Ster þ* 
Fo gaze on thee, thou fource of my delight z 
J ask no more. —— l 21 
Mir. Nor will he grant you that: 
But, like a lurking thief, he ſtrives to fob _ 
And ſpoil thee of thy treaſure.—Yes, F own; 
Nor need I ſpeak it with a glowing bluſh, _ 
By honour, 8 and all the boly ties 
That keep mankind within the bounds of order, 
Your right I am : nor ſhall the world united, 
E'er ſhake the faith of my devoted ſoul. 
Pſam. Oh thou all excellence = thou won- 
d'rous proof * F 
O 


r 


> 
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f 


MAI 33 


Of conſtancy and love !—ye libertines, 


Ye lawleſs rovers, who, to ſate defire, _ 
Ravage thro? all love's province! can ye find 
Ev'n in that vaſt variety you prove, 
A charm like virtue !—tis the only good, 
An emanation of that ſource of light, 
Whoſe all-creating word, from darkneſs rais'd 
Yon lucid firmament, and bid it ſhine 
With never- ceaſing luſtre. Thou wert form'd 
To chaſe deſpair and ſorrow from my breaſt; 
Good fortune dwells with the. 

Mir. Alas! my prince! 
I fear our happineſs will ne'er be perfect. 
Why did miſtaking fortune place me here, 


Amidſt the artful guiles that reign in courts ; 


Where men betray each other? where each ſmile 


Is big with ruin and where innocence 

Is ſure to meet deſtruction 
Pſam. Thou art ſafe | 

In theſe protecting arms; they ſhall ; pero thee. 

Thou quinteſſencè of all that's good on earth, 


All the collected ſweets that crown the year, 


The fragrancy of nature, dwells with thee. 
Why doit thou talk thus? Yo» 

Art thou not all the bleſſing of my life? 

My father has diſclaim'd me—torn aſunder 
The bonds that nature ſhou'd have bound for ever; 
And thou art all I've left me to rejoice in. 
Oh ! why then, Miriana, art thou thus? 
Why art thou now o'ercome with ſudden grief? 
You pain me to the heart! — 55 


Mir, My lord, my love !— 
Am I thy cauſe of pain ? 


Oh ! thou art dear, 
F > Kar 
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Dear to theſe eyes as is returning morn, 

After a night of darkneſs and deſpair. 

As injur*d reputation clear'd and e 
Which long, by leud, defamatory breath, 
Had been obſcur'd and ſully'd : witneſs, hea v'n! 
There cannot be a circumſtance in life 

So terrible, but I wou'd take my ſhare, 

My partnerſhip of ſorrow, with my husband. 
al. Thou ſoul of truth, of tenderneſs and love! 
Mir. Oh] my Pſammenitus /! | 

Pſam. Suppreſs that ſigh ! 
Thy boſom heaves, as if thy Ing carr 
Wou'd force a paſſage through the beauteous 

. 
Mir. I will ſuppreſs it: 
III ſtifle all my fears, tho? the ſad viſion 
Is, to my tortur'd fancy, now preſented. 
I will put off the woman—with ſtrong fortitude 
Arm all my ſoul !—truft in that holy pow'r 
That makes afflicted innocence its care, 
Nor doubt its great protection. 
Pſam. Still thou'rt fad : | 
Thy eyes betray an inward languiſhing. 
Why art thou not, like me, all extacy ? 
To told thee thus—thus in my ſtraining arms, 
To graſp my love—to hold her to my boſom, 
Is ſuch protuſion ! ſuch exceſs of bliſs! ] 
As quite deſtroys the mem'ry of my wrongs ! 
Leaves in my ſoul no vacancy for thought 
TPintrude and interrupt my preſent joys. 
Mir. Oh ! my lov'd lord, theſe ſtong emo- 


, 


ns Iright ne. | 
Extremes of joy, or grief, are often fatal. : 
93 M hence 
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A MASTIS. 35 
Whence 'tis I know not, ſince I know not guilt; 
My ſoul, as if ſome evil did purſue me, 
Starts at it ſelf, or at the ing wind, 
And quite o'erwhelms me with its dreadful 
bodings. 
* Baniſh thoſe Images of ſorrow from 
thee : 
My boſom, like the ſhelt'ring wings of Cupid 
Shall ſtill protect thee, whilſt his goddeſs- mother, 
Bluſhing, ſhall find her own immortal charms 
Are faint and languid, when oppos'd to thine. 
Mir. Yet I muſt ſpeak, and eaſe my loaded 
mind: | | | 
Laſt night, when ſolitude and darkneſs reign'd, 
And buſy nature ſeem'd to have left her work; 
My thoughts employ'd on thee, I try'd to reſt. 
| Scarce were my eye-lids clos'd, when a thin form, 
Reſembling my late father, as he liv'd, 
With ſlow and awful pace, ſtalk*d round my bed. 
With _— voice, and groans that ſhook the 
roof, © 
Thrice cry'd he out—my child, my Miriana, 
Take heed—veware of Amas the pointed 
” Hhanr = = 
That calls thee to the tomb, is almoſt come ; 
The ſand, that fill'd thy glaſs with ebbing pace 
Is running to its laſt—Soon ſhall we meet; 
But be thou ſure to let me find thee ſpotlels, _ 
Leſt my diſhonour'd ſhade deteſt and loath thee. 
With fear half dead, I ſtarted from my fleep, | 
Sent forth a shriek—when, la! the dreadful viſion, 
Swifter than thought itſelf, was loſt in air. 
P/am. The mimicry of fancy—'tis no more. 
"0" 2 When 
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When night, with her black curtain veils thy 
| 5: » 

And ſleep chains up the faculties of men, 

The looſen'd ſoul oft takes its airy flight, 

Through ways impaſſable, and craggy ſteeps; 

Sometimes deſcending to old ph, 3 | 

Anon ſhe bounds, and on Olympus top, 

With wings expanded, ſeems to 3 the ſtars; 

But thou ſhalt loſe theſe viſionary fears; 

Love ſhall exhale and diſſipate thy tears. 

So, when the blooming — its pendent head 


Reclining bows, while morning dews are ſned. 0 
His genial heat, the riſing ſun extends, | ( 
And ver its languid face, a new yermilion ſends, : 
| [Exit. | 
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| Mardian, Arbaces. 
Mardian. 


7 


Is, my Arbaces, is the deſtin'd hour 


% 
7 


Fo crown our wiſh, or ruin our re- 
= ASS venge. | 
To night, ye gods, who watch 
Ws: anointed heads, | 
And keep the lives of kings from violation, 
But neuters ſtand; in your own bleſt abodes 
Securely happy, and ſerenely lull'd, 
Leave the mean buſineſs of this nether world 
To wakeful, thinking man—nor intervene, 
Nor ſtop the dreadful ſtroak that I intend. 
But ſay, my friend, haſh thou yet ſounded Nitas? 
How bears his haughty ſpirit his indignity ? 
Arb. Ew n as the angry main, when warring 
Winde | | 
Contending with oppoſing mountain-waves, 
It ſwells and roars with the tempeſtuous ſhock : 
At firſt he falter'd, and with broken ſpeech 
Cry'd out, *tis true, king Amaſis has wrong*d me, 
And yet I live to tell thee I am injur'd ; 
Oft to myſelf Pve whiſper'd it in 1 
But dar*d not ſpeak aloud, leſt thunder follow'd 
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To rive its author, who, begirt with pow'r, 
Avows th' affront, and ſets me at defiance. 
Mard. Stung with that thought, his ſoul was 
ſure enflam'd? — 
Arb. It was, and ſwelling inſtant to the height 
Of mad revenge, I am yours, ſays he, Arbaces, 
Be your deſign horrid, and black as hell. 
Dies he by poiſon, or th' aſſaſſin's ſtab, 
This hand ſhall miniſter the fatal ſteel, 
Or mix the potion that ſhall give him death. 
In ſhort, he's promis'd, on a Ravel giv'n, 
To ope the priſon gates, and arm the captives. 
Mord. It riſes to my wiſh. The waining night 
Calls on us to be ſpeedy—haſte, away, 


Bear him this ring, as token of my friendſhips 


Let him, this inſtant, arm the Per/ran chiets ; 
*Tis now near midnight: tell him too, Arbaces, 
When the imperial circle binds my brow, 
My bounty ſhall be endleſs—as for you, 


My friend, and partner in this glorious prize, 


Stretch thy aſpiring thoughts; ask a reward 
Such as may ſuit my gratitude and ve; 

Let it be vaſt, unlimited. for know, 
When I am Egypt's king, 9 
Thou'lt be the ſecond perſon in our empire. 


Arb. I go, and leave the recompenſe to you; 


As now I merit from you, ſo reward me. [ Exit. 
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Mardian. 


Why, this is as it ſhou'd be !—god-like pow'r, 

Thou noble thirſt, thou fever of the ſoul 

Not to bequench'd, but from th* immortal ſpring 

Of ever- ſtreaming greatneſs ! 

Let prieſts with cold enervate hearts inculcate, 

And preach dull morals to th? unthinking vulgar; 

What know the brave, but yengeance or am- 
bition ? | 

Ambition, that lifts up th* exalted ſoul, 

And places it in Fove's eternal ſeat! 

Now, Amasis, thowrt caught, the toils are ſet, 

And if thou ſcape me, ſpurn me for a ſlave. Exit. 
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SCENE III. 
Miriana's apartment. 


Pſammenitus, Miriana. 


P/am. No more, my love, give to the winds 
thy ſorrows ; 
Let them diſperſe them, ſcatter *em abroad, 
Where milery and fad misfortunes dwell, 
Far from this manſion, this bleit ſeat of love. 
Let the gay god, light at thoſe beamy eyes 
His lambent torch, while joy, with pleaſing ſmiles, 
| | Sits 
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Sits on thy face, and tells me Miriana 
Is bleſt in the adoring fond P/ammenitus. 
Mir. Yes, prince, *tis true, my paſſion doet 

- tranſcend - 
All that the faithful'ſt love did ever vow. 
When thou wert abſent in the bloody field, 
How was my trembling heart pofſeſs*d with fear? 
Morning and evening were my vows ſent up 
To that preſiding pow'r that rules o'er all, 
Still to preſerve thee *midft the raging fight, 
Where \ wry lay ambuſh'd in a thouſand ſhapes, 
And where each moment wing'd th' untimely fate 
Of ſome Egyptian hero. 

Pſam. The good gods 
Who're never deaf to piety like thine, 
Heard thy petitions; *tis to thee my love 
To Miriana's ardent ſupplications, 
The life of her Pſammenitus was giv*n. 
My fiery courſer, by a wound enrag'd, 
Plung'd head-long,where the thickeſt of the foe, 
Like a ſtrong rampart planted, ſought my lite, 
Then threw me with ſo violent a ſhock, 
It ſtun'd my ſenſe, and left me almott breathleſs ; 


And now a thouſand ſwords were drawn to end 


me, | 
When a brave party of my valiant friends 
Ruſh'd in, and ſnatch'd me from ſurronnding 
death. | 
Mir. Kind heav'n, what thanks, what gra- 
ei due 1 we 
For ſuch unbounded mercy ; my whole life 
Shall be but one continu'd act of praiſe, 


For 
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May bring an happy opportunity, 
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For this thy wond'rous, thy amazing goodneſs! 


* On, how this tenderneſs tranſports my 
oul! | 

Thy unreſiſting beauties are thy leaſt, 

Thy meaneſt charm—thy mind is all perfection. 
Oh, I cou'd dwell for ever on this theme! 
Had I the eloquence of gods themſelves ; 

The inſpiration of the ſacred nine, 


More than perſuaſive harmony eer utter'd, 
I cou'd not ſpeak the fullneſs of my heart. 


Mir. Sure never love was ſo diſtreſt as ours. 


Amidſt the tide of pleaſure that flows o'er me, 


To hear my faithful prince avow his flame ; 
Yet, when I think on Amaſis, a fear 
Like ice upon the boſom of the ſpring, 
Nips all the budding bloſſoms of my joy. 
P/am. Thus let me warm thee; thus with 
rapt*rous kiſles ! [ embracing her. 
The ſweet contagion thou ſhalt catch from me. 


Like mine, thy ev'ry pulſe ſhall beat with love. 


A boiling tumult riſes in my veins, 
Fierce extacies ſhoot thro? my glowing breaſt, 


And my whole ſoul is raging with deſire ! 


To night, my fair ; to night, my ſoldiers toils, 
My weary marches thro? the duſty fields, 
And all the wounds I have in fight ſuſtain'd, 
Shall well be recompenc'd. Within thy arms 


All forrow ſhall be loſt, each ſenſe abſorb'd, 


And drown'd in our luxuriant ſoft delights! 
Mir. Forbear, Pſammenitus. — To- morrow's 


dawn 


with our beſeeching tears, 


When we may fal 
; * 


2 
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At the king's feet. Perhaps, all-pitying heav'n 


May turn his ſtubborn and tenacious heart, 

And he may yield me, with a bleſſing, to thee. 

Pſam. No. I will be before-hand with my fate, 

And if ill fortune comes, it ſhall lag after: 

Thou art a virgin-bride, my love, as yet, 

Thy beauteous innocence is unenjoy'*d ; 

And ſhall I leave it to a rivals mercy ? 

I muſt be cold, indeed, inſenſible 

To _ illuſtrious charms that ſhine around 
tace, 

T'admit of ſuch a thought. Thou art my por- 

tion, 

My whole of happineſs, a countleſs ſum! 

Dear ſoft'ner of the rugged hours of life. 

To bed, my fair; and when the god of ſleep 

Has ſpread his balmy wings throughout the 

_— „ . 

Secret Ill come, no light but love's bright lamp; 

In ſilence will we interchange our ſouls, | 

And waſte the night in more than mortal plea- 
ſures. 0 

Mir. Still, my good lord, tho? thou art all o'er 
kindneſs, 5 

This woman's weakneſs hangs upon my fancy; 

Great Funo, that preſides o' er marriage rights, 

Thou ſiſter- queen of Fove, protect wm, guard me. 


SCENE 


Exit. 
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Pſammenitus alone. 


Excellent woman ! thou haſt all my ſoul ! 
Sure ſhe is more than nature's hand could frame, 
Without the help of ſome excelling god, 

Who try*d t'outdo his brothers of the sky, 
And plac'd perfection in her radiant form! 


Gr & tee eh , & .cc ay ay e jth c. te . . & 
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Pſammenitus, Mardian. 


Pſam. What! Mardian! ſay, how wears the 
night? 15 5 
Mard. She's now in her midcourſe; the twin- 
kling ſtars | | 
Muffle their heads, and hide themſelves in clouds : 
Darkneſs has now extended her black veil, 
And cover'd nature's face; the moon's obſcur'd, 
Nor ſhines with borrow'd rays to guide the 
world. . „ 
Pſam. Good night, my friend, my Miriana 
claims me. 
Too long have I been abſent from her arms, 
And follow'd ſtern Bellona's loud alarms. 
But peace, once more, rears up its golden head, 
The olive does its wiſh*d-for branches ſpread, 
And loye the ſoul of all its joys does on me ſhed. 
EE ps ; 1 [ Exit. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VI 


Mardian. 


So near the criſis—then aſſiſt me hell! 
I've ly'd myſelf thus far into his faith, _ 
And dearly ſhall he pay me for my friendſhip. 
If my defign ſucceeds—The Viper's touch 
Shall give him bliſs, ſooner than Miriana! — 
Whence is that ſcream ! 
ſcreech-owl's note | 
Boding deſtruQtion ! — Not return'd,— not yet? 
Why does he loiter thus? — Trifling Arbaces / 


Each moment now is worth a thouſand ages. 
How expectation wracks me!—hark, what noiſe! 


Twas fear alone created it— All's huſh'd; 
Sure Mitas has not ſhrunk from the deſign. 


I know Arbaces truſty— His revenge 


Will keep him ſteady; oh he's here at laſt. 
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SCENT VIE: 
Enter to bim Arbaces. 


| thrive? | | 
Arb. As well as ſouls reſolv'd like ours can wiſh. 


HNitas has kept his word Forth from their dun- 


geon 


The captive chiefs, compleatly arm'd, have ruſh'd. 


The 


etwas the dire 


Hy Em, Y  .ÞAf4 
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The guards that keep the city's weſtern gate 
Still weaker grow; the Perſians wonders act. 
The raging populace have ta'en th'alarm, 
And join, _ know not why, the midnight tu- 
mult. | | | 
= 'Tis well; in miſchief thowrt my other. 
elf. TT 

The noiſe approaches ſee, Cephrenus comes; 
Diſtraction and affright fit on his brow-: 
He ſeems the prophet of his maſter's fate. 


ces we e 
sc EN E VIII. 


Enter to them Cephrenus. 
Mard. Yourlooks ſpeak horror, ſoldier; what's 
the news? e | 
Ceph. O my good lord, treaſon is at our doors. 
Where is the prince? Deſtruction comes apace ; 
And, like a ſpreading flood, o'erwhelms us all. 
The priſan, that inclosd che ſlaves of war, 
Has burſt its gates; how, no man knows; but 
: . 3 
No doubt, by army. that his forfeit. head 
Muſt anſwer or't, has midit the tumult fled. 
 DMard. Say'ſt thou, Cephrenus? has the villain 
But juſtice, yet, may oyertake his crimes. 
Ceph.. Haſte, Mardian, haſte; each moment 
ſpwells the terror. . | 
Without the palace a well-choſen band 
Wait the command of prince Pſammenitus. 
Lead, lead me to the general— Mard. 


% 
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Mard. We'll ſeek him, Op 
My valiant friend, thou loyal noble ſoldier. 
The ſtateſman's fitteſt tool. Wretched Cephrenus, 


(afide.). le xeunt. 
00903055;09960005009/305055095 
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P'ſammenitus alone. 


Alarms and dangers are ſo frequent to me, 
That buſy fancy forms em even dere 
Beneath my father's hoſpitable roof. 
What noiſe is this? (Amine. The night was 
r N 
To heal our cares, and give us ſoft repoſe. 
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SCENE X. 
Enter to the prince Mardian, Arbaces, and 
$7 4-44 ee eee, 
P/am. Ha! what means this! oh my fore- 
| boding fears! INN? 


Why break you thus the filence of the night? 
1 my _ than trait'rous inſolence, 

us rudely preſs upon your prince's privacy? 
Mard. Lor to the Farth, Pf e, we 


bend. | [ kneeling. 

Pardon this forc'd intruſion of your ſla ves. 
The kingdom's ſafety, - your own ſacred life, 
as Are 


— >.>; — WY 
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Are threaten'd now, and in the utmoſt danger. 
Ceph. | kneeling] Moſt valiant prince! oh hear 

your proſtrate ſoldier. 

Accurſed treaſon, that ſtill ſhuns the light, 

And hides by day her foul opprobrious head, 

Now ſtalks abroad, with midnight darkneſs 
mask d.. 0 

The pris' ners have eſcap'd; the gath'ring croud 

Encreaſe the tumult; now thro? all our ſtreets 

Confuſion, horror, and wild uproar reign. 

Pſam. Haſte you to quell it then; why ſtand 
you meer. 

Where is the courage that once warm'd your ſoul ! 

Ceph. Our ſoldiers have no hearts without 

their leader. 

Without his preſence, they are nothing worth; 

He animates alone, and whets their ſwords ; 

Which elſe are blunted, and but deal in air. 

Pſam. Sure heav'n itſelf's combin'd to my de- 
ſtruction; | 5 

Elſe wherefore comes this unexpected curle ? 

Shall I forſake, and diſappoint my wite ! 

While thoſe warm kiſſes, I at parting gave, 

Glow on her lips, and light the flame of love? 

Hell—hell is in that thought; it mads my brain! 

Or ſhall J leave my — a weak prey 

To the deſtroyer's hand ! 


SCENE 
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Enter to them an officer wounded, with his 
ſword drawn. 


Pſam. Soldier, what means 
This ſtreaming blood, and look fo full of terror? 
Of: As on my poſt I ſtood, heading a band 
Of brave companions, to defend the city, 
The captive chiefs, who had enflam'd the rabble, 
And gather'd up a ſtill encreafing train 
Of robbers, cut-throats, and * villains, 
(A num'rous rout). pour'd on me like a deluge. 
My men fled back, the darkneſs broke all order, 
And now they threat revenge——you, prince, 
alone | 1 8 7 
Can ſtem the torrent; loud on you they call, 
Egypt is loſt without Pſammenitus. 
 P/am. And do they call Pſammenitus? I come. 
O my poor country ! all thy wounds are mine! 


$60006450060006400040494+++ 64669944 
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Mardian alone. 3 
Good night, my lord, to you, and to your peace; 


For if it &er return to you again, 
Flames ſhall no more deſtroy, nor waters drown; 
All things that nature has made oppoſites 
Shall kindly join, and blend with one another. 
The king !—now, miſchief, to thy noble work. 

50 | SCENE 
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| Amaſis, Mardian. 

Ama. Torment of mind ! — he is not to bd 
- vanquiſh'd; - 7 
This laughing deity ;, this tyrant Cupid, 


: 


That rages in my ſoul oh thou fond boy, ad 


More than the ſtrength of Hercules is wanting 
To tear thy ſilken ſtrings, that hold my heart. 
From Mirzana's eyes thy ſhafts are ſent; 
From thence they come, with never-erring aim, 
And Püree een all they touch — now I behold 
er, Aided | my” 
Th inchanting, lovely maid; ſhe's ever preſent : 


| Darkneſs and Night can never ſhroud her from 


me ; 
Imagination can create a dax 5 
Amiqdſt the thickeſt gloom. In ſleep ſhe mixes, 
And forms my dreams; then, ſtarting, I awake, 
And, for my love, graſp a deludfive ſhadow. 
I cannot reſt ; in vain the god of fleep 
Is ftil-invok'd; like death, to men in mis'ry, - 
The. more he's courted, he the farther flies. 
My nephew too, a truant to his bed? _ 


Then thoſe curſt hags, who nightly ride the air, 
Have ſomething banetul ſurely to perform, 
And therefore hunt us from our downy reſt. 
Speak, honeſt Mardian, wherefore art thou 
here? of „ + 61 


| . en 


* 


ard. Can ſleep, my liege, come to theſe 
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weary lids, 


When treaſon is ſo near your royal perſon ? 


Ama. Treaſon! ha! what? my ſon! durſt 
be conipired;;: 1 2s / 
And aim his plots, here, at our ſacred life? 
| ha nt lord, *tis certain, that the Perfan 
aves, * | 
Who ſhou'd have bled to-morrow, have eſcap'd; 
The frighted city's fill'd with dire alarms; 
And prince P/ammenitus © 
Departed hence, e'en now, to quell the tumult : 
But ſore it irk'd him, war ſhould interpole, 
And break upon the ſofter hours of love, 


5 


— 
, 


When expectation, to the higheſt rais'd, 


Brought him ſo near his bliſs. 
Ana. So near his bliſs! 
Curſt, innate traytor! — but thou ſpeak'ſt in 
_ riddles. AL, 
Mar. Think you, my lord, the youthful 
Mirinna, 7 


With all that world of charms the gods have 


giv'n her, 
Has not her ſoſter hours? or that your ſon, 
With youthful ardor, ſues her ſtill in vain ? 
Is this a time, when friendly darkneſs covers 
And hides their blaſhes from the tell-tale fun, 
For women to be coy ? —ſhe is not form'd 
Of marble, nor is he turn'd anchorite. 


Ama. Oh! by the gods! I gueſs thy meaning 


well ; 


Is this the chaſtity of which ſhe boaſts? 
As cold to me, as nipping wintry froſt ; 


With 


ſe 
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With him, as wanton, as the moſt abandon'd. 
Of that vain ſex, when pride and luxury court 
'em. | 

But my ſure vengeance yet ſhall reach her minion ; 

I'll tear his form into ten thouſand pieces, 

Or, like old Saturn, feed on my own iſſue. 
Mar. What have I ſaid ! 9 pardon, royal ſir, 

Alas! I thought not it wou'd ſhake you thus; 


| Curſe on the heedleſs raſhneſs of my tongue! 


Your changing viſage wears a form of furx;; 
Your eyes, like blazeing meteors, roll their 
flames, | 3 


As they would hurl deſtruction all around em. 


Ama. Hell and contuſion ! hence, thou 


ſtruggling virtue ! | 
Too long I've kept an awful {laviſh diſtance, 
And ſtoop'd to ſue there, where I might com- 
mand: | 
But, by the gods! Pl not endure it — no — 
This night (fall well repay me ; full fruition 
Shall teach me to forget love's blandiſhments, 
And all the idle ſoftneſſes it brings 
Abſent ! — a lucky opportunity ! — _ 
I will ſupplant him; this aſpiring boy 
That dares to rival me in love and empire. 
Mard. What is this love, which reaſon cannot 
thee? fs Mes 1 
It bends the warrior, and quite melts him down 
To the complainings of a puling girl. 
Oh, ſacred fir ! in honour's 2 beg you 
Stifle this fruitleſs paſſion. BY - 
Ama. Bid the wind, | 
When it roots oaks and mountains from the earth, 
| H 2 And, 


5 MMASER 
And with the tempeſt ſhakes the vaſt olympus, 
Be calm at once! — I muſt, I will poſſeſs her. 
Heark thee? art thou their go-between ? their 
pandor?8{ mf 
Their Argus, with thy hundred eyes exploring, 
Who comes to interrupt their aſſignation? 
Come, come, be open I can keep a ſecret. 
Mara. Wy 7 I only know they love each 
other: | . 
And, had not fortune croſt their hopes, to night, 
Perhaps, they had been happy. N 
Ana. Ha! indeed! | 
Shall he el ; and muſt I deſpair? 
Am ! poſſeſs'd of empire, boundleſs powr ! 
And ſhall my creature, a ſlight girl, deſpiſe me 
By heav*n ! I'll go this inſtant—darkneſs favours, 
And the kind 'night 
Puts on her gloomy habit to conceal me. 
This way leads to her chamber. | going. 
Mard. Think, my lord; ew {oY 
Yet think, when cool reflection comes acroſs 
—_ od | . 
Perhaps you'll with —— 
Ama. No more—not Jove ſhall ſtop me; 
No matter what's the conſequence? — Pll on. 
Ha ! whence this trembling! — what is't that, 
mau 75 
Pulls from within to ſtop my full career? 
Peace, babbling conſcience !'or,, whate'er thou 
0 ie 
Hence, vain chymeric fears my mounting ſpi- 
15 its | FIAT VP "uf | IPO, 
As ſtrongly beat their round, as when in . 
. 2 
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Ten winters ſince, I climb'd the ſteep aſcent 
Of a high mountain, on whoſe lofty ſummit 
My foes encamp'd, amidſt a ſhow'r of darts, 
Whoſe miſlive points ſung dreadful in the air, 
All aim'd at my devoted head. Now, then, 
To prove the force of Miriana's charms ;.. 

In ſpight of omens, and their falſe alarms. [ Exir. 


| £040000554605$6 1260540660464 66466566 
SCENE. nv. Lu 
Mardian alone. 


Away, fond fool, ruin anddeath o'ertake thee. 
Ye powers infernal, who, with ceaſeleſs malice 
Purſue mankind to * them to deſtruction: 
Sbed your malignant influence on their bed. 

Let each endearment be full fraught with venom, 
Whoſe poyſon, rankling in their guilty minds, 

Shall make them ſwell, 'till thought has burſt 
L #02117, ee 
Now let their thirſty ſouls be fully ſated. 
Let them drink deepof love's inceſtuous draught, 
That they may act the horror my heart pants for! 
Then ſhall I ſmile, to ſee them writhe with pain, 

By which, a glorious diadem I gain. | Exit. 


End of the third AG. 
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ACTS CENE l. 
| Amaſis alone. ; 
OW yain is the pre-eminence and 
pow' r. Rf | 
That high authority which monarchs 
LO claim ES. 
$92 Oer their dependent ſubjects, if like 

En Aae n 

They crouch to their imperious appetites ! 

Thoſe lordly maſters, who, like true uſurpers, 
Demand from us moſt abject, tame ſubmiſſion. 

Yet cheat us of thoſe greatrewards they promiſe. 
 Methought I could een mate th'immortal gods 
Poſſeſs d of Miriana! — My fond foul 
In ſecret long had-languiſh'd for her beauties ; 
Let, midſt the ſtealth of my triumphant joys, 
A deadly ſhiv'ring ſtruck me to the heart; 

A guilty fear lurk'd underneath my bliſs, 
Eating the root of all my growing pleaſures. 
Why ſhould this ſcarecrow conſcience haunt me 

thus ? | | 
PII think no more on't! Ha! by heav'n, ſhe 
comes! „ 
J would avoid her, now, more eagerly 


Than I firſt ſought and preſt her to my boſom. 
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SCENE II. 
Amaſis, Miriana. 


Mir. Link me with ſilence chus, gti. ? 
Now you are cruel, as you haye been kind! 
What! not a word- j 
Oh thou unkind one, turn again, and bleſs 


Me with thy ſight! 


Ama. For ever ſhall my eyes 


LES 


Be rivetted to thine ; — Here will I gaze vel 7 
1 life itſelf —_— and I expire. 


* [4s he turnsito her He fhriets, 
and falls into a ſwoon. © 
Look up, thon charmer of my thankful ſoul! 


I'll pay thee back thy tenderneſs and love. 


The king ſhall pay thee the, Aae 


Thy goodneſs has deſervd ! ol 0 


MF, O touch me not! 1 5 
Not heav*n- itſelf can give: me back my peace. 
Each curſt embrace of thine, each touch is death. 


»Tis hell, an earneſt of a ſure pw 


Oh! — my ſouls fickk——— ... , 751455 
Ama. Then there is ſomething bid, 0 % * 
Which fate has not unriddled to me Myc 0 


What, boa! who. waits? 


24 Sai as; 
S 4 . 6 


. 


— — * — arg" 


ore — fr ner Pe Yn < 


—— — ——_ 


56 e 
eee d eee eee eee %%% 
SCENE III. 


To them I ras and other attendants 


Tras. Alas! m miſtreſs dead ! 
The mantling 125 d that purpled o'er her face 
Has left its ſeat ! See how it. ſtrives for maſt'r ry 5 
Contending with the palcneſs't that ſueceeds it. | 
O bend her gently forward. WAHon OO 
Ama. Whence 1 is this? L421 *. 
Is the crime more in me, than in my font: 70 
Why * be ＋ Ha f — what 1— gain chi 
ock? 


MY ſoul is Qrruck! ' —_ crembling comes acroſs 


And ets” ene Me; Jocha a hoſt of foes! _ 
Ar. Why have you broughe n me back M nr 
"friendly death Tool 00 
8555 he alone can eier befriend: ee 
. To view the ſun again, whoſe brighteſt ae, 
My fpotted crimes will darken and obſcure. 
Ans. O tell me "quick, thou mk f "my 
: . foul 5 1 
Why you ſo much deteſt i fond races 90 
Thy eyes are big with fate ; delay not, then, 
Or apprehenſion will ſoon turn me 0 wild! 7 
My thoughts, like S;/9hus" eternal ſtone, 
Still riſe with horror, and diſtract my mind. 
Mir. Yes, I will tell thee, wretched king 1— 
| Laſt night, 
1755 ia ye . from the revolying year! * 
ct 
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O let it not return; or, if it muſt, be 
Let villains chuſe it to tranſa& their miſchiefs; 
Let murders, perjuries, and all the crimes 24 
That bring moſt ſure perdition, happen on it ! 

Ama. What means this wild diſtraction? 

whence this raving ? | 

Wilt thon not tell me then? or muſt I ſeek 
For it below, where helliſh fiends conſult 
To plagne the race of men? | 

Mir. Oh, my torn heart! 
Where is my husband! here's Pſammenitus? 
Would I were mad! "AFR "I 
Ama. Thy husband, didſt thou ſay? 

Horror, and ſure deſtruction, wait that word! 
Mir. aer my P/ammenitus, my injur'd huſ- 
and ! Re | 

My dear and wedded lord! — Oh! what am I? 
Ama. Nay, then I ſhall not need a thunderbolt 
To ftrike me down ! — No, ye avenging gods, 
My weighty crimes will do it of themſelves. 
Bear me no longer, then, thou mother earth; 
At once Þ 11 eaſe thee of ſo curſt an offspring. 


FP 
„SS IV. - 
A. he draws his ſword, enter Phanes and Sethon. | 
Pha. Twas the king's voice! help, ho, and 
force his ſword | 


From him. Alas! what means this frantick rage? 
Ama. Begone from me; ayaunt ; hence, regi- 


Fides! | | 
| | | F” "2 445." $20 
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Ve more than murd'rers of a ruin'd king! 
Fly from me, ſwifter than from foul contagion: 
My breath's infected; it will blaſt you all; 
>Tis far more venomous than mortal plagues, 
Seth. Have patience, fir ; repoſe yourſelf on 
heav'n. | 


Ama. Patience, and heav'n! I'm fury all, and 
hell] 


Ha!— look there; doſt thou ſee yon grinning 


fiend! 


He ſnatches at my ſoul ! — He ſhall not have it. 


It is my fate alone, not I, am guilty. 


Hark! — the ſnake's hiſs!— they curl around 
| 5: me too! 5 ä | 


Von ſulph*rous flames are not prepar'd for me! 


O for water — rivers — rivers. 
Pha. Let's bear him to his chamber — He 
4 grows wild. | HOY 
Ama. Plunge, plunge me in a gulph ten thou- 
_ ſand fathoms deep, 5 
[Amaſis is carried out; the attendants follow. 
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Miriana, _ 
And what remains for Miriana now? 


Where wilt thou, wretch, hide thy deteſted head? 
Yes, I will fly far from the face of day; 


No more the ſun ſhall cheer me with his ray : 
To th' ut moſt confines of the world I'll roam; 
Earth's bowels ſhall be rent to find a tomb. 
To death devoted I will cleave the ground ; 


Fate calls, and I expixe upon the ſound. 
S CENE 
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d Pſammenitus, Cephrenus, and EO; 


Pſam. No farther, my good friends. — No, by 
= my honour, | 

You ſhall not ſtir a ſtep ; — haſte to your reſt. 

[ Ex. Ceph. & Arm. 
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SCEN E VII. 


Pſammenitus alone. : 


'I 
od 


The morning has ſtole on me unperceiv'd, 
And I have loſt the bridegroom's promis d blefling; 
Yet that's not all; — a ſtupid heavineſs, 

A cold unuſual damp has fei d my ſpirits: 

My ſlackning ſine ws quite forget their office, 
And all my faculties are on a ſudden 
Dull and inactive grown What can it —_—_Y 
Il haſte to Miriana; there alone, 

If comfort can be found, the gods have placd it, 


G39 20093000003 d 29995 
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Mardian and Arbaces. 


Arb. Yes, Mardian, it is certain chere are 
gods, 12 And 


* 


60 e 
And there are dreadful miniſters of vengeance, 
The harbingers of Fove, who make enquiry - 
For the iniquities of guilty man. Tue 
I think I have a ſhare of fortitude, 
And I could reaſon down the idle imag'ry 
Of mimic dreams, if all were well within: 
But in deſpight of boaſting, here it lies, 
| . [Pointing to his breaſt, 
And it requires a more than mortal ſtrength, 
The ſhoulders of an Allas, to Tupport it. 
Mard. Pho, you o'errate it; thou wilt mar 
1 thy fame. _ | 
Let prieſts and women, in repentant ſighs, 
wk their ſouls ; --- the injur'd brave can 
+ | | 
In great revenge, a never-dying cordial. 
But that a fooliſh dream ſhould thus diſturb thee-- 
Prithee no more of't ! * 
Arb. I will never hence, | 
Till I ſhall ceafe myſelf to think, or be. 
Methought I was arraign'd at Minos bar; 
Stern Æacus and Rhadamantus cry'd, 
* Room bog the wretch, whoſe complicated 
cc uilt AWE > . TF 
* Brings its perdition with it. Common crtmes 
«© Contrition and amendment may wipe off; 


Hut this arch- monſter is already judg'd : 


«« Seize him this inſtant ! When a fqualid fiend 
Whoſe frowning viſage made e'en hell itſelf 
2 — and terrible, ſtrait faſten'd on me: 
ruggled with him, and my yielding joints, 
Like 229 flax, were ge RPM 7 
And ſcatter'd o'er thoſe dark and pathleſs re- 
5 — _.” EDDY. The 
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The horror of the viſion ſoon awak'd me, 

When a cold ſweat hung on my aching limbs, 

And Iwas agoniz'd all o'er, both mind and body! 
Mard. Is this the daring ſpirit? this the man 

Whom [I had choſe, ſelected from mankind, 

And offer'd him the partnerſhip of Empire? 

Is he thus terrify*d by airy. goblins ? 


And can he people an aerial world 


With ſuch a ſpecies as ne'er yet had being, 
But in th'imagination of weak dotards? 
Death and diſtraction! how it grates my ſou], 
To find I'm fo egregiouſly miſtaken! n!! 
Arb. Is it but nothing then? this damning 
| crime! MN 1 aries 
To drive him on to inceſt! — Nature ſtarts 
And runs affrighted back to hear it nam'd. | 
Mard. Collect your ſcatter'd ſpirits, be thyſelf? 
Think on Mandane! on that precious wreck 
Where all thy fortunes were at once deyour'd. 
Arb. ak I am injur'd beyond common ſuf- 
ering ; I 
My raviſh'd love torn from my ardent hopes: 
No glimpſe of joy remains; a wretched proſpect 


Of ſure deſpair and miſery awaits me; 
And, to compleat the blow, I've join'd with thee 


To make damnation ſure. e 
= ( (Groaung heard within. 


. Mard. Whence is that groan? 
Look out, Arbaces, ſummon thy whole ſoul, 


Man ev'ry faculty to meet th'encounter, 


Or we are both betray'd. 


| [Arbaces goes out. 
| SCENE 


rear, 
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SCENE IX. 

J Mardian alone. A 
Mould he were faſt; n 
His lips cloſe ſeal'd ——— the weight of death 

2 upon dem. 1 CAO % l 5 


O curſed babler! — Ha! Til do it now. 
When he returns: no, *twill alarm the court. 
Howe'er, he ſhall not live; within an hour 
PII ſend a truſty agent that ſhall ſpoil 

His telling tales. . | Gadd 


$3 8 p +; © WE 3 - | 
x . 
P77, | | * N | 
SC EN E 8 ; N 


Enter to him Arbaces. 


Mard. The Matter, good Arbaces? 
Arb. It is the king! Forth from his wound- 
With agonizing ſighs that pierce the heav'ns, 
He ſends his ſad laments. Smiting his breaſt, 
He cries, © O wretched king! -O dreadful fate! 
% Enjoy thy daughter! x. 1 the bed | 
«« Of thy own ſon, ſprung even from thy bowels? 
« Monſtrous effect of hot and gloating luſt! * 
* And you, too cruel gods, that could withhold 
_ «© Your lifted bolts, ahl. why did you not ſtrike? 
«Quick drive me to the center, e er my ſoul 
Was ſtain'd with the accurs'd inceſtuous act. 
PLE I TO Mard. 


"1 


| 
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Mard. Tis now but piety to wiſh him dead: 
Death is a ſweet ceſſation of our being; _ 
A kind inſenſibility of mis'ry. 
To be no more; in an eternal ſleep 
To loſe the mem'ry of our mortal woes; | 
Conſuming anguiſh! ſharp and grinding pain! 
The torments of a ſelf-condemning mind 
Ever reproaching ! to feel thefe no more 
Is to be happy. Then, when he is gone, 
(And young Pſammenitus, thro? duty, follows him) 
Think upon pow'r, that godlike attribute, 
Deſpotick ſway and abſolute dominion: 
"Tis rapture e*en in thought! tis extacy ] en 
joyment 5 EY 
Of all that's great, deſireable, or good | 
What were thoſe very gods we worſhip once ? 
But brave aſpiring mortals, whole vaſt ſpirits 
Urg'd them thro? all impediments and bounds, 
To force their way, and reach th'aſcent of glory. 
Arb. Give me but back my innocence, and 
ae: TI 
Take all that pride and wantonneſs of pow'r, * 
The tyranny that dwells with black ambition 
Can give to ſatisfy the thirſty appetite. 
Could I recal the guilt of yeſterday, 
My peace of mind, which now is loſt for ever, 
Would then return; and ſmiling happineſs 
(Its bleſt attendant) with it. 
Mard. Curſed whining / ß 
Henceforth, declaiming Bl, preach tothe winds, 
To raging billows, when the ſtorm runs high: 
They will as ſoon regard, and hear thy moan. | 
Know, from this moment, I as much deſpiſe, 1 
8 


nan 
As e'er loy'd thee? — Haſte thee to ſome cell, 
Some gloomy defert, there groan out thy ſoul, 
And howl thy life in agonies away. 3 
eee 
RENE XL 
Arbaces alone. 


Are theſe the wages ? — this the fit reward 
For ſo much guilt as J have waded thro? ? 


It is. To be 205 thus — thus ſcorn'd, | 


Contemn'd an 
= villain 4 

Who tempted firſt, and ſullied my bright virtue 
So when tlinveterate"foes of human race, 
Thoſe curſed ſpirits that ſeduce frail man, 
Have finiſh'd him in ſin—with horrid taunts 
They gnaſh their teeth, and laugh him to de- 
ſtruction. 2606.8 * 
The king — Can I look up? — can I behold 


ſet at naught — ey'n by the 


My injur'd maſter's face? Rather, thou earth, 


at once, and let me quick deſcend, 
And herd myſelf among my fellow fiends. 
$$00000006900000000/00000044009004 
S EN E XI. 5 
Amaſis and Arbaces. . 


And. Can life be worth preſerving, when each 
Strikes dread and horror thro* the wounded mind! 


W hence 
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Whence then this diffidence and fear of death) 
Why does reflecting on hereafter ſhake us, 
And make the hero dwindle to a coward ! 
Art thou Arbaces ? ; | 
Arb. Once, dread fir, I was: | | 
A faithful ſubject then.— But oh, the change! 
Loathſome deformity has cruſted o'er, _ 
And quite effac'd the workmanſhip of heav'n; 
The ſtamp divine that mark*d me for a man. 
Ol am falPn! debasd! ſunk down into a monſter: 
Ana. Why tremble you? — why ſhiver thus 
— 46 | = 
Your ſmiting knees do claſhing meet each other; 
As they were combatants prepar'd for war. 
Arb. Moſt ſacred prince! — think not theſe 
5 tears are feign'd, 3 
Or that they are the childiſh rain of women; 
But ſprings of ſorrow, flowing from a heart 
Smitten with deep contrition for its crimes. 
Call forth the rack; let pincers tear tny limbs 
Till all my bones are ſinewleſs and bare, 
I will not ſhrink, nor writhe my ſteady looks; 
But, groaning underneath this weight of guilt, 
I cannot bear my agonizing thoughts! 25 
Reflection deeper wounds nie. ; 
Ana. Artthoua villain then? or is thy britin 
Hurt, and diſturb'd ? — If fo, I envy thee: 
"Tis not for crimes like thine; — I muſt endure 
The thorn of conſcience, that ne'er-dying wortfis 
Arb. Shame yet has ftopp'd my tongue: elle 
I had told thee 5 
The ſource of all thy woes: th'accurſed cauſe; 
The villain that Has heap'd deſtruction on thee; 
e K ä 


66 IMA SIS. 
Proſtrates himſelf, imploring your forgiveneſs. 
Ama. What! thou?—Goon, altho' the ambient 
air ts 5 
Be poiſon'd with the venom of thy breath. _ 
Arb. I will; and when the bitter task is done, 
Hide me for ever from a world I loath. | 
Your nephew, Mardian,whoſe ambitious thoughts 
Aim at your crown, long ſought your ſacred lite : 
"Twas his infernal art that form'd the ſcheme 
Which has involy'd your royal houſe in ruin! 
He knew the prince's marriage; yet with care, 
With all the arts of curſt diſſimulation, 


* 


Rais d to the higheſt pitch your ſtrong deſires, | 


To make your fall more certain and ſevere. 
The inſurre&ion of the Per ſſan ſlaves; ; 
The ſending prince P/ammenitus to quell it; 
All was the dark, deliberated thought 
Of Mardian, Nitas, and (O ſhame to tell; 


© 


. baces! 


Would I could bluſh to death—) the wretch 9 


F 5 
O wretched ſtate of monarchs! Why does heay'n, 
(Since *tis by heav'n they reign) deny them pre- 
ctr. oe. ND 
Then they might look into the hearts of men; 
nd there behold the ſeeds of vice and virtue ; 
Yet immature, and growing in their breaſts, 
And puniſh, or reward, as juſtice dictates. 
A. Is chere a power, a charm in language? 
W if | 
Fhere's none that can extenuate my crime. 


Vet hear me, fir, then ſpurn me from your pre- 


ſence, 


4 
» ; 


HAN 


24 


4 . 1 
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He took me in the raging of my ſoul, | 
When all my thoughts were fury and deſpair ; 
Pſammenitus had giv'n away my love: | 
Reaſon was loſt that god-like principle, 

The equal arbiter *twixt right and wrong, 
Had left her ſeat, and fury ſoon poſſeſt it. 

Yet think me not ſo mean, nor fall'n ſo low, 
To hope a pardon for my matchleſs crimes. " 
Empale me,—flea me,— bury me alive! = 
Plunge me in liquid fire! then drag me out, | 
And place me underneath a mount of ſnow, * 
Till in alternate torments I expire. 

* thou ſhalt live — Life is thy proper 
1ell! | 
To die! what is it but a free diſcharge 
From all the mis ries that oppreſs us here? 

'Tis to be loos'd from pain, from ſharp reflection, 
And all the train of terrors, that attend 
And rack the ſinful mind! — Live, live, Abaces; 
Were I a god, then ſhould'ſt thou be immortal, 
And keep that vulture in thy breaſt for ever. 


==> on TT 
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SCENE XIII. 


Arbaces alone. 

He bids me live! — *tis ſure he neꝰ er can add 
A greater curſe ; — unleſs I cannot die. = 
Immortal pow'rs! who rule the ſtate above, 
And view all human errors here on earth; 

O make not ſtrict enquiry for thoſe crimes 
Miſtaken man, with raſhneſs does commit. 
/ M2 You 


| - AJ M ASI. 


You made us thus imperfect; and our ſouls 
(Like childrens craving appetites) purſue 
(When paſſions toſs the mind,) 

The firſt temptation that aſſaults the ſenſe: 
Religion, Reaſon, all are oyerborne, 

?Till late repentance ſets before the fight, 
In glaring colours, our enormous ills. 
Acquit me, then, for ſhortly I ſhall come 
To take of you, my laſt, my eternal doom. 


072/077 095002030228 0228 020202/ 0200 0220 
8. C E NE XIV, _ 


Mardian alone. 
Curs'd State of Politicians, when in treaſon 
The impotent and heartleſs muſt be join'd! 
And mig with thoſe brave ſpirits, who reſolv'd, 
And fearleſs would go through the mighty work, 
Till the concluding period makes all ſafe. + 
But ſuch, conſpiracy, is thy frail fate, 
So many diff *rent hands to raiſe the pile, 
If hut one ſtops, the fabrick ſinks in ruin, 

And cruſhes all that's near it with the fall. 
This weak, religious fool; this tim'rous wretch, 
With his ill · tim'd repentance will undo 
All Pve been lab'ring at But here's the phyſick 

Shall cure his fickly conſcience with one Jie 
Ale & dagger 
A noiſe of treading heard within. 
Who's there! —Death ! am 1 jilted now! curs'd 
I ſhall be dragg'd to priſon like a thief, 
T=" | A petty 


AMASES 60 


A petty, ſtabbing villain No, tis ge, 
My friend, who comes to rid me of my fears. 


ase 
SCENE XV. 


Enter to bim a ruffian. ” 
ard. Come hither, man ;— haſt thou à ſoul 
that's firm, WY 
Not to be ſhook— intrepid that can dare 
To do an act ſhall raiſe thy grov'ling fate, 
And rank thee with the — and the proud? 
Ruf. My lord, my fortune's deſp'rate; and, 
de mend it, : 
This executing arm ſhall ſneathe a ſword 
Een in the heart of majeſty. itſelt. 
Mard. Why that's well laid ! thy count?nance 
neues thee ſtaunch. _. ib 2 
See'ſt thou this dagger! — thou know'ſt lord 
Arbaces? „ 5 
He's in's apartment now, perhaps at pray'rs: 
(Why tis the fitteſt time to kill him then; 
Whilſt yet the holy fit is warm upon him.) 
[ Speaks as to himſelf. 
(To tbe ruffran.) His chamber is remote from any 
185 . 
And eaſy of acceſs; —Plunge in his breaſt 
This well-try'd ſteel, and think thy fortune made. 
Ruff. It ſhall be done, my lord. —Remorſe and 
A os to this heart. Whene'er they plead, 


' 


I'm adamant; weeping [ never knew; 


Nature 


7 4AM ASTA 


Nature has form'd me rough ; and ſince ſtern 


fortune ; 
Denies me her beſt bleſſings (pow'r and riches) 
T wage eternal war with their poſſeſſors. 
 Mard. 7] ſteady but in this; thy thirſt of 
Sold, 


Wer't thou made up of avarice itſelf, 
Shall then be glutted. Here, receive the dagger: 
75 wait here *till *tis over. 
| He gives the dagger to the ruffian, who goes out, 
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SCENE XVI. 
Mardian along. 

Well, this will ſurely do. Dead men, tis ſaid, 
Do never blab; — except their flitting ghoſts, 
(As ſome 1 moraliſts think) burſting from 

_ cartnh, | | | | x 

Murm'ring and diſcontent, roam round the place 
Where their cold relicks moulder into duſt, 
And with dire yellings fill the fearful ears 
Of cowards, fools, and madmen. But theſe 
3j NN 5 
Are but the dreams of prĩeſts, to fright the rabble, 


And make em own the venerable cauſe N 
Of hea v'n, religion, and. avenging gods. 
This fellow ſtays; — Pm torn *twixt hope and 
is es 1 
He could not miſs his prey :—twas hunted down, 
And one ſure blow keeps him from riſing more. 


F* 


A M A . J. . 1 
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SCENE XVII. 
" Ruffian enters to Mardian. 


Mard. hk my friend; l ſee thou haſt 
been buſy : | 
Is he ſecure? —quite kill'd! — for ever dead 
Speak, and crown all my hopes at once. 
Ruff. He is: 2 
Behold this recking dagger, tis et warm 
With his life's blood. With ſtealing pace I crept, 
Where he was kneeling, with uplifted hands 
To deprecate the gods for his offences. 
By heav'n, my heart was going to recoil, 
And call me coward. But, *twas a ſhort fit, 
And I o'ercame it ſoon. I fear'd, he ſaw me, 
When his. rear'd eyes darted their beams to 
Ser} 
Juſt then I ſtruck him, and he half pronounc'd, 
Mercy, great Fove—His ſpirit took its flight, 
And delt his body lifeleſs on the floor. 
Mard. Thou haſt, at length, well paid me for 
thoſe pains, 

Thy . ome falſe fears have made me ſuffer: 
He's dead, and I am ſafe Take this, haſte hence, 
Be ſecret, and ſecure me for thy friend.  *. 
| [Gives the ruffian a purſe. 
Let him to furies whine his tale of woe, 
Whilſt I applaud the hand, that gave the blow. 


Exit. 
End of the Jourh nd 5 
K Act 


8 CEN E I. 
Eurer Mardian. 


01 now methinks I graſp a diadem. 
8 My — ſublim'd, and lifted to the 
2 —— Ars 
The ſtreams of dazling glory break 
— p61 me, 
ee light, Humin-d chaos. 
Old Amafrs —. quite bereft of reaſon; 
His ſon, &er long; no doubt; will find his MEN 
What follows then bur death muſt catch them 
Why, let them reft! III o er their aſhes *. 
* mount myſelf into the regal ſeat! _ _ . 
ow now? the king--- But I muſt man it out. 


H999490904096090ppoyeyeogv0ee@©e 
” CENE 11. 


Am Mardi#n, 0 


Ana. No place can give me reſt. within my 
7; > Bolin" + = 
t carry hell: and all its ftore of Horrors. 
Mard:(bowing.) My gracious lord, what mean 
- thoſe frantick words? 
And whereforeds you wear this face of forrow ? 
na. 


W 


2 2 
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Ama. Thou ſteady villain, dar'ſt thou look 
Or caſt thy eyes up to yon azure heav'n? 
And not expect ſuch vengeance for thy crimes, 
As ſuits the juſtice of affronted Fode ? b 
Marg. Moſt ſacred ſir, wherein havel offended? 
Ama. Can impious Man thus ſteel his harden'd 
breaſt, ITT, 
And make it proof *gainſt heay*n's artillery, -. , 
Bidding defiance to the thund'rer's pow*r! © *- 
Did you ne'er know to fear nor heav'n, nor hell? 
( (looking fteadfaſtly on Mardian. 
Mard. My liege! (( (/hewing à bonrern. 
Ama. Haſt thou no ſenſe of guilt? or wer't 
. --- 255 5 
Without that conſcious witneſs which upbraids 
And fills the ſoul with horror? | 
Mard. Guilt! my lord! = 
Ama. May ſwift perdition catch thee; thon 
cool, baſe, | RS rp 
Equivocating ſlave !/—know?'ſt thou Arbaces*— 
That vile accomplice of thy helliſh malice, 
Repenting, all his treaſon has confeſs d. 
Mard. Curſe on his wav'ring ſoul, dull, 
| wretched fool, 8 
To leave him but a moment !—now all's over, 
And I am caught, betray'd by my own folly. 
; | Lade. 
Deſpair, my lord, and fear of preſent death, 
Make wretches utter what they never meant; 
And often blend the guiltleſs with the wicked. 


That T am innocent ! juſt heav'n 


74 AMASIS. 

Ana. Be dumb for ever 5 
Have I not found thee ? vile, ungrateful traytor. 
Who was't ; that plotted with th? accurſed-V:tas, 
And rais'd rebellion in the dead of night ?— 
Who ſet the captives free: 
Mard. I will not anſwer + 
Since curſt, inconſtant fortune has abus'd me; 
' Know, I contemn thy power. 
Ama. Torments tall yet 


1 juſtice. 1 8 
I that have nurſt thee with my choiceſt love, 


Make thee, thou wretch, confeſs, and feel my 


And heap'd my bleſſings with a bounteous hand; 


And to be thus repaid hat cou'd ingage thee 
e 5 | 
Mard. Since you will have it, fir, it was 
Ambition. an 
Th' immortal thirſt of heroes and of gods. 
I ſtrove to climb the golden pinnacle, 
The very utmoſt point of human greatneſs: 
It was 3 crown I ſought to wield a ſceptre, 
And bid Plebean ſlaves, at diſtance wait, 
And watch my awful nod; *twas Egypt's crown. 
And to obtain that vaſt, that glorious prize, 
Honour and conſcience (thoſe:exalted names 
Invented firſt by prieſts to cheat the world) 
To me ſeem'd nothing—nay, een life itſelf, 
For ſuch a ſtake, a poor ignoble venture. 
Ama. Amazement ! — ſure I dream ?— now 
Amas „„ © x0 OS BY 
Thou'rt fall'n indeed !—become the ſport of ſlaves. 
What, hoa! who waits! a guard there! ſeize the 
' traytor ! | Enter a guard and ſeizes Ma * an. 
; ear 


1192 
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Bear him this inſtant to the rack- - invent, 


Try all the ways that malice ever practis'd, 
To lengthen and improve the wretch's torture. 
Mar. Vet, e'er I go——hear me, and then, 
farewel. 4 e 
Thou think ſt this puniſhment: but, by the pow'rs, 
Thoſe partial powers that blaſted my deſigns, 
I wou'd not live, thus diſappointed, robb'd, 
And cheated by the gods of all my hopes. 
My haughty ſoul diſdains a ſecond place; 
I wou'd be firſt; and, were I plac'd in heav'n, 
T'd war with mighty Fove to hurl his thunder. 
Ama. Hence with the monſter, he offends my 
_ fight! 1 885 Heis carried 75 
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S CEN E III. 
| Amaſis alone. 


O that this being wou' d at once diſſolve, 
And moulder into nothing that I cou'd _ 


Shake off this burthen, this huge load of life! 


The tyrant death fits on his dreary throne, 


Regardleſs of complaining mortals moan. 
His iron ſceptre waves in ſullen ſtate, 


'Tho? thouſands croud around his palace gate; 


He raw 74 ſits, nor, till the fates decree 


Will looſe the fetter'd ſoul, and ſer the captive 
ee 8 Exit. 


SCENE 
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Enter Pſammenitus. 


Alone I wander thro' the eourt; each eye 

Startles at fight of me- the glitt'ring preſs 

Of thronging courtiers, that were wont to wait, 

And catch my ſmiles, now ſhrugging ſhake their 
heads, | N 

And diſappear when- e er they chance to croſs 
me. 

What means this mute confeſſion of my fate! 


| 6200000000690660000:006000088 
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Pſammenitus and Miriana. 


P/am. Who's this! my wife - where haſt thou 
been, my love ? . 
And wherefore do'ſt thou hide thee from the day ? 
From me, who only live to gaze upon thee ! 
Oh, _ fair flow'r — why droops thy lovely 
ead? „ 5 
Why do'ſt thou ſinking bend thee to the earth? 
A ſettPd melancholly clouds thy face, 
And ſhades the beauteous luſtre of thy eyes. 
Mir. Art thou P/ammenitus—ſurely that voice 
Was wont to chear, and raiſe my ſoul to tran- 
ſports: v4 
h] when, when will the hours again * * 
c A 


AM ASIS 77 
The days of innocence, and ſpotleſs joys ? 
But, *twill not be—the vaſt, th” eternal bar 
That ſevers us, can never be remoy'd. 
Pſam. What ſays my love? never return 
again ? | 
Recal that fatal, that heart-piercing word. 
I know you mourn my abſence, Miriana; 
Laſt night was to have been an happy one. 
** Deteſted found, it ſets my frenzy'd 
Ain | 
On a new whirl ! Pſammenitus, no more; 
If you regard your Miriana's peace. 
My thoughts will drive me into ſure deſpair, 
If that comes o'er my mem'ry.—— 
 P/am. Huſh thy forrows. —— _ 
Let me ſpeak peace to thy divided foul. 
A long * hve train of rolling years 
Are yet to come, fill'd all with happineſs: 
Henceforward ſhall my days, my hours, moments, 
Be wholly thine to thee I'll all devote. 
The voice of war, the buſineſs of the world 
In vain ſhall call Thus in each other's arms 
We'll live united, and united di 
A. Take heed, P/ammenitus, thou'rt on the 
each; „ | 
The working ſtorm is riſing to devour thee ; 
And thou, with me, muſt ſink amid the billows. 
Pſammenitus my heart is rent aſunder. 
1 means my love ?—oh, Miriana, 
Mit. I cannot ſpeak, mylab'ring breaſt is full; 
But the big woe is quite unuttera 8 
N 338 Eſam. 


78 AI. 
Pſam. Can there be felt a pain more exquiſite 
Than thus to doubt, in intricacies caught? 
Yet know no end of the ftill-winding toil ! 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ?—in thy chang'd face I 
read 3 Tz | 16, 
Some dreadful revolution of my fortune ! 
Mir. Doſt thou ?—and can you love me yet? 
rr 4 
You hate me, you that were ſo tender once, 
Behold me now, but as thy ſource of mis'ry. 
And yet my wretched fate wou'd ſure draw tears, 
Eben from barbarity itſelf. _ [weeps, 
Pſam. Can I, e . 
Can l inſenſibly behold them flow ? 
Ye powers, who delight in ſhewing mercy, 
O wherefore do ye viſit ſo ſeverely, 
And pour your wrath upon this innocent? 
If the warm tranſports of unguided youth 
Have e' er key me into ſuch a crime 
As your forgiving goodneſs cannot pardon ; | 
Let me feel all your vengeance, but'O ſpare, 
Keep, keep this tender frame from violence. 
Mir. Pſammenitus, Iwou'd -I wou'd ſpeak out: 
Yes—T wou'd tell thee - what? that we are 
rr 2 
That ſorrow and deſpair is all our portion? 
Is that what I wou'd tell thee ?-muſt the bride 
Greet her eſpous'd with grief with ſhame 
„%% © «i des „ ek Sa 
Oh!] let me fink at once, in the dark grave] 
Bury my woes, and hide me from the Tight” 


+ 


nt into a chair. 
Pſam. 
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Pſam. Yet ſpeak——e'er.my conflicting paſ- 


ſions have deſtroy'd me; 1 

I cannot bear this anarchy of thought. 

If angry Jove has arm'd his ready hand 

With his dread bolts, let them ſtrike thro? at 
ene, ee 

And end a wretched prince. 

Mir. Then, we are ruin'd! | 

Call me no more, by the dear name of wife, 

For that chaſte title has thy father ſully d. 
Pſam. My father! father ſaidſt thou! hea- 
n, , . od 

>Tis not in nature to ſuſtain this blow ; _ 

No human fortitude can ward it off: 

Give me, ye gods, of your omnipotence, 

Or ſtrengthen me, or I ſhall fink before her. 

Mir. Taft night, O dire remembrance! muſt 


RS 
o 


I. think on it? dnt HCO 
When the all-conſcious eye of day was clos'd, 
And ſcreening: darkneſs aided the deceiver; 
Impatient of thy wiſh'd approach—quite tir'd, 
I ſunk, at laſt, into a fatal ſlumber. | 
No guardian angel whiſper'd to my ſoul 
How near the precipice of ruin was; | 
All heav'n — — me, and th* inceſtuous tyrant 
. A embrac'd ; | 
Pſam. Stop Miriana, ſtop. 
Let me not think upon * eee 
Leſt I ſhou'd curſe the author of my being, 
Think he no longer minds his own creation, 
But leaves to . chance th” affairs of men, 


That villany may proſper ; mourning virtue 
Be quite depreſs'd, and friendleſs in the world. 
| | | Mir. 


Mir. O! had there been but one friend to 
ä INS : 
One pitying god; he muſt have interpos'd. : 
And ſnatch'd me from my fate: but I am ftain'd, 
Polluted! my fair fame, that ſhou'd thro? ages 
Have roll'd with whiteneſs to ſucceeding times, 
Is blacker now than the dark Ethiop's viſage. 
P/am. Why did I ſcape when the purtuing 
6 - ſword 5 | 
Chas'd me thro” the fields of flaughter and de- 
_- fruftion? | 
Has heav'n preſerv'd me, whilſt on either fide 
Thouſands have fell a prey to ray*nous death, 
For this indignity ? my bed defiPd : 
My father too, become the raviſher! f 
Where, ye immortal gods, where is your juſtice, 
When with impunity fuch crimes are acted? 
Mir. Shall heunpuniſh'd go? ſhall he not feel 
Such agonies as rend my tortur'd brain? 
Like me be frantick with his guilty thoughts? 
Cou'd I but kill my mem' ry, bid that die, 
All might be calm again; but to be thus, 
Thus with imagination torn give, give me death. 
Ves, I will ſeek him: fearch che dreary cave 
Where he lies hid. See he's already come. 
How the thin ſpectres dance before my eyes. 
Oh hide me from that phantom, *tis too terrible, 
I cannot bear it. Ha ! *twill ſurely catch me; 
See, it fleets after me; PII run 48d hide me from 


® {4 [runs off. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Pſammenitus alone. 


She's gone —ſhe's happy, grief has fix'd her 
brain. 5 

No more ſhe'll feel the pangs, the curſe of 
| thinking. 
Wou'd I were ſo We're taught, indeed, t'endure 
What heav'n's chaſtiſing hand ſhall lay upon us. 
But, can it be, while this frail fleſh confines us? 
While the impriſon'd ſoul participates 
Whate'er its weak companion undergoes ! 
E'er we can reach perfection, we mult ſhake 
The body off. Then the expanded ſoul 
Pluming her wings, may take her airy way 
Thro' yonder worlds of light, till ſhe arrives 
Where the eternal ſource of all inhabits, 
And treads th* infinity of boundleſs 2 
Our faculties enlarg'd, may, then, diſcern 
The hid decrees of heav'n; nor ſhall we queſtion 
But all is fitting, reas'nable, and juſt. 
But ſee, the ſpoiler comes that has undone me. 


Satte sette, 
SCENE VII. 
| Amaſis and Pſammenitus. 


Ana. Confuſion ſeizes me. Is that my ſon ?— 
| M Pſan. 
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am. My heart is full, but I muſt ſpeak.[afde. 
My father. 8 
Ama. To call me by that ſoft, endearing name 
Is to proclaim me monſter thro' the world. 
Can'ſt thou endure the fight of me? methinks 
The Baßlist, that deadly foe to life, h 
Is leſs to be ayoided than thy father. 
Pſam. There was a time, when you were th' 
only joy, | 
The pride and pleaſure of my wiſhing eyes; 
T* embrace your knees, proſtrate to pay my 
duty, 5 
And to Rove a bleſſing from my father, 
Was once, the great ambition of P/ammenitus. 
But now the poinant injuries I feel 
Riſe in my ſoul, and ſting me, &en to madneſs 
Make me exchange the tender name of parent, 
And curſe thee for a tytant, monſter, raviſner! 
Ama. Tis well, ye gods; yes, ye immortal 
pow'rs, — Ts 15 
*Tis juſt, that my own offspring thus ſhou'd 
J. blaſt me. 5 a 5 15 . 
Since I have pluck'd up nature by the roots, 
And broke the chain of order, in; 
Confuſion, as the conſequence, muſt follow: 
Nor will I ſhink, but bear and feel my mis'ry, 
Till heav'ns vinditti ve hand ſhall ſcourge no more. 
So on then, ſon ; on this devoted head 
Pour all the curſes, fury, and deſpair, 
Or frenzy can ſuggeſt, _ 
_ P/am. Think on my wife! 
Tf. thowrt not dead to conſcience; ſear'd with guilt, 
Think on the violation of my bed; | 
| Think 


LES * 


Think on unnatural inceſt; that's a ſound | 
Shall make thee ſhudder, till thy ſtartling ſoul 
Shall beg of heav'n for its annihilation, 
Ama. Bring not that image back to my re- 
membrance. | 
Was hell to gape, and open to the centre ; 
Were all the damn'd in terrible array | 
To range themſelves before me - looſen'd nature 
From its great axis to be quite unhing'd; 
Did element on element make war, 
Till all ſhou'd in one general wreck be cruſh'd, 
It wou'd not daunt me, like that dreadful thought. 
Pſam. Art thou awaken'd? — does it gall 
_ thee too? 
By heav*n,'tis well then ſurely thou mayꝰſt gueſs 
What torments and deſpair thou'ſt heap'd on me. 
Ama. Pve plung'd thee into ruin—yes,my ſon, 
"Tis thus thy father's bounty does reward thee 
For all thy ſoldier's toils—for all the blood 
Which thou haſt laviſh'd in thy country's ſervice; 
Strike then, it is but juſtice—ſtrike—one blow 
Wou'd give thee vengeance, and rid me of pain. 
Pſam. What haſt thou ſaid ? Oh, thou haſt 
_  Qnench'd my 8 | 
Diſarm'd me of my fury, with that word; 
What, in my father's blood to bathe my hands? 
Lave out the precious ſtream, that feeds the 
RE C 1 
Of my own life ? Oh horrid, horrid thought ! 
Thou might'ſt as well have bid me ſtab at Fove 
When the aſſembl'd gods are all in council. 
Still thou'rt my father tho thou haſt undone me. 
Pardon the ſallies of unguarded fre: 
e 1 Ty Here 


— 
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Here let me kneel, here weep, till Pm forgiven. 
| | | kneels. 
Ama. (raifing him.) Ha! doſt thou kneel ?— 
riſe, or this ſight will kill me. 
Good heav'n, what piety have I deſtroy'd ? 
What filial virtue has this madman ruin'd ? 
Oh, I have blaſted quite the golden hopes 
Of a whole people, on his looks they hung. 
Taking a ſure preſage of, halcyon days, 
When I'm no more remember'd, ſwept away 
To that dark land, where all things are forgotten. 
Infernal luſt, when thou poſſeſſeſt man, 
Thou turn'ſt him to a wild, inſatiate fury. 
Oh had I not been loſt, by hea v'n abandonr'd ; 
Caſt reaſon and reflection quite behind me, 
The fraudful guile that lurk'd in Mardian's breaſt, 
Like an abortive birth, in embrio ſtifl'd, | 
Had never reach'd the light.— 
Pſam. Mardian — 'm ſtunn'd- 
Ama. His helliſh arts prevail'd on weak Ar- 
baces | 
(Whom you incens'd, by giving to his rival, 
The valiant Phocias his belov'd Mandane) 
Ard drew him to conſpire his maſter's ruin. 
Th? ungrateful Nitas, whom my bounty fed, 
And rais'd from nothing; by that treach'rous 
villain a 
Was wrought to let the Perſan ſlaves eſcape : 
The black rebellion that was rais'd laſt night, 
Which ſent you far from Miriana's arms; 
When J. with raging luſt and envy fir'd, 
Fell in the traytor's ſnare; 


All was the curſt contrivance of that ſerpent, 
hoſe 
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Whoſe deadly ſting lay hid within my boſom, 
Beneath the ſemblant ſhew of cordial love. 
Arbaces, whom remorſe and anguiſh tortur'd, 
Inform'd me of the whole. 
Pſam. Pernicious flave! _ 
Oh ye avenging gods! with rapid force, 
Dart on the traytor's head, thick-flaſhing 
light'ning, 
Follow'd by thund'rs all-deſtroying rage, 
And ſweep this monſter from the verge of earth. 
Quick plunge him down into the loweſt hell, 
That he may feel immortal agonies, 
And groan out an eternity in anguiſh. 
Ama. E'er this he has receiv'd the dire reward 
Of all his treaſons, if the rack can give it. 
P/am. Henceforth, let none in friendſhip e'er 
confide; | 
The bond of gratitude, of truſt, and faith, 
Is broken now, and ne'er again can cloſe. 
Ama. Come near, Pſammenitus, my diſſolution 
Approaches ſwiftly—l ſhall ſoon be gone. 
Yet, e'er I die, let me embrace thee, prince, 
And ask forgiveneſs of the gods and you. 
P/am. Help ho! — great Amaſis expires this 
moment.— 
My emperor—my father—oh look up, 
And bleſs your wretched offspring ! 


SCENE 


N 


Geenen 
SCENE VIII. 


Amaſis, Pſammenitus, and Phanes. 


Ama. Oh, my ſon 
| P/am. Support him gently, Phanes. 
| convuls'd „ £ 
| The manly features are !—his deaden'd eyes, 
That darted rays of majeſty around, 
Are ſinking in their ſockets. 
Pha. What means this ? 1 
Death in triumphant ſtate reigns all around us. 
Ent'ring but now, the apartment of Arbaces, 
My eyes encounter'd ſuch a dreadful ſight 
As ſtruck me chill with horror In his blood 
Lifeleſs he welt'ring lay—his half-clos'd eyes 
Star'd ghaſtly, dead and motionleſs upon me: 
] ſearch'd the chamber, but cou'd find no weapon, 
Which makes it ſeem, as if ſome ruffian hand 
Bereft him of his life. | 
Ama. He is at peace. | 
_ *Tt enquiring hand of heav'n, that ſearches out | 
Th' offences of mankind, found him attoning 
y ſtricteſt penitence) for all his crimes. 
Can you forgive me yet, Pſammenitus? 
My ſoul will droop, and hang its heavy wing, 
Nor can I face th' all-judging pow'r above, 
Till your according 3 ety my pardon. 
Zan, 1 heav'n befriend my ſoul, at my 
: aſt paſp, 
As I forgive my dying king and father. 


How 


Ama. 
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Ama. Pſammenitus, I thank thee — mercy— 


heav'n! 55 [ dies. 
Pſam. Dead, Amaſis? — well haſt thou led 
the way; | 


And lo, I follow thee! [ers to fab himſelf. - 
Pha. Hold, frantick prince. 
Death has already had too large a feaſt : 
Why ſhow'd we gorge him then? | 
P/am. Who can bear life 
Encompaſs'd with irreparable Evils ? 
My friend, who had my ſoul within his boſom, 
In whom I truſted, baſely has betray'd me : 
My father dead of mere remorſe and ſhame ;* 
And to ſum up the total of my mis'ries, 
That which devours and ſwallows up the reſt ; 
My wife, &er I had taſted hymen's joys, _ 
Ravith*d—deſtroy'd—diſtain'd by brutal luſt. 
What comfort have I left me now but vengeance? . 
Yes, I will glut my eyes with Mardian's pangs ; 
His painful groans, like muſick, will refreſh me; 
His dying agonies ſhall make me {mile. 
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Pſammenitus, Phanes, and Sethon. 


Pha. See, Sethon, who attended his laſt hours. 
By this, my lord, the wretch muſt be no more. 
Seth. How far does man extend his monſtrous 
r | 
L oos'd from religion's guidance and reſtraint ? 
The ſhocking imag'ry will ever dwell, 


And 
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And fix itſelf upon my trembling ſoul. 
But oft tis ſeen, the inſolent offender, 
Tho? boldly impious in the days of health, 
When juſtice dooms him, ſpiritleſs, and ſunk, 
He periſheth, without regard or pity. 
Pſam. Is then the villain dead. 
Seth. He is, my lord. "= 
And at -4 approach of death, deſpair and an- 
ul Bel | 
Seiz'd, like a ſudden earthquake, all his frame. 
His trembling limbs confeſt his inward horror. 
That e es port ; that haughty mien 


Which oncediſtinguiſh'd him, and ſwell'd his pride 


Above the proudeſt of the ſons of men ; 

Had now forſook him, and to fell remorſe, 

And conſcious guilt, he ſeem'd a wretched prey. 

P/am. Well, with his duſt I war not — let 
him reſt. 


Ha! who comes here? O ſtrange and dreadful 


fight! 


Do I yet bear this loathſome life about me ? i 


Or wander in dark caverns underneath, 


And meet the gliding ghoſt of Miriana? 


eee eee. 


ECEN-E: the LAS. 


Miriana enters to them diſtracted, attended | by her 
| Women. £ | 
Mir. Heark !—he'll come—but ſoft be ſure— 
he'll make no noiſe! 1 

Let not the king know of our marriage, Iras. 


Oh 


Y 
F. 
1 
7 


PJ 
Oh thou dear loit'rer !\—wherefore do you ſtay ? 
See look !—our bridal bed's adorn'd with white, 
Pure as our innocence what Amas 
Rape ! murther ! rape — where, where's P/am- 
„5 o Fl 
Oh! are you come at laſt.—PÞ'll hug you cloſe; 


And well revenge me for this tedious abſcence. 


| | [Throws her arms about his neck. 
P/am. Oh my ſoul's only comfort—let me eaſe, 


Let this embrace heal thy diſtemper'd mind. 


Mir. O ſhelter me—laye, ſave me from the 
ravither ! 
Snatch him, ye furies, inſtant from my ſight. » 
Tear him to pieces. Drag him to your dens 


* 


| He's gone away off let me follow him, 


That I wa roule the furies to reyenge 
And heap freſh horrors on his tortur'd ſpirit. + 
_ Pha. Kind heav'n grant eaſe to her aflicded ſoul: 
918. She's going, friend the fire of life is 
nt, | . 

A Oh my lov'd lord the hand of death 
bas ſeiad me. N 
Vet let not my pollutions blot me quite 
From thy dear memory. Stain'd as I am ; 
Heav'n knows my unconſenting ſoul is free; 
'Twas rapt with thine— till Mardian's impious 

arts . 
Divided us—farewel—P/ammenitus 
\ dreadful gloom has ſpread itſelf around, 
y eyes are darken'd, now—their light is _— 
| Me ies. 
P/am. She's dead, alas the ſun of beauty's ſer: 
ind now the world, to me, is one dark vale ; 


N Where 


1 


, 
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Where I have long, bewilder'd, loſt my way, 

And ſought the paths of Happineſs in vain. 
Seth. O prince, "theſe heavy, theſe ſevere af- 
„ 4 SHEETS 
 Wov'dtempt us to arraignthe laws of providence, 
And tax the juſtice of th' eternal bs, | 
But, as pure gold is purg'd of its allay, 
And comes out brighter from the ſearching fire; 
So virtue ſhines with moſt reſplendent luſtre 
Surrounded with misfortunes and calamities. 
Pſam. I weep not, Set hon; yet Icannot boaſt 
With Sroics, an inſenſibility. 1 
He muſt be ſurely more, or leſs, than man, 
That can endure, without ſevereſt pangs, 
And poinant agonies, ſuch mortal ſorrows. 
But heav'n's inſcrutable in all its ways! 
And human knowledge never can explore 
The diſpenſations of eternal powr; 

Ifyou with peace and pleaſure wou'd be crown'd, 
Let ev'ry paſſion keep its deſtin'd bound; 
For virtüe's thorny path will ever ſafe be found. 


4 ..- 3 
End of the fifth AF. 
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The COMPLAINT. 4» Epiſtle to 
| his Grace Charles Duke of Somerſet. be 
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| WARS Orgive, great Somerſet, the trembling. 
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0 Feign wou'd ſhe tell, what, in de- 


fective (a) proſe, _ 
In vain I've urg'd, my-ſuff rings, and my woes. 
Next to your ſpiral turret, that N * 
What pious times did to the martyr raiſe; 
An houſe (a very little one) there ſtands; 
It is not half ſo big as poet Vans. (() 
| b ; 7 f C4 2 | : ” N a There 
— 


-- 


L - 
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(a) A Petition ſent to bis grace loft ſummer. <A 
(3) See Dr. Swi t's Miſcellanie c«õ Nene Wk AY 
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T here lately Grubſtreet authors might you 9 


> Unleſs Arachne hid them from the eye, 
Expos' d to ſale: foremoſt ſtood Ogilby. | 
(r, whoſe tinkling Birthday rhimes declare 


That he can gingle, without ſenſe or care, 


Stood next to H), contumacious prigſt / 


Who of the church that bred him, makes a jeſt. 


O——z here, and Mother Osborne lay, 
In chis Ahlum hid themſelves from day. 
Here grew the Poppy o'er G. 7 


But home-bred faction, and domeſtic ſtrife, 
Sever'd old (c) Greg. from his too youthful wife. 
This houſe, my Lord, I took, *cauſe there's a 
e | | 
To rhyme in, quaff ſmall beer, and rail at claret. 
But while the workmen did the cieling plaiſter, 
Your Grace's ſteward comes ; moſt dread diſaſter, 
Tears up the floor, unweildy props he rears _ 
In ev'ry room, not my loy*d garret ſpares; 
Asks if I'd have the turret fall to cruſh me? 
All fortune fure to take this houſe did puſh me.) 
Amaz'd ! confus'd ! I thus expoſtulate, 
The houſe is mine, leaſe drawn, ſtrange turn 
|; © te! en. 
Shall pow'r (unjuſtly) take away my right? 


For leave to enter here, how came you by*t? 


Thus went I on, when, with a ſharp rebuke, 
At once Pm filenc'd: know you not the Duke * 
Diſpute it with his Grace there's no contending, 


But pray what time will it require —_— 


What 
(s) The Jate maſter of the ſbop.. 


's brow, 
And Dunciad heroes might have ſlept *till now, 


« En Seed K_CS ocean - > Loa . 
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What tine? the Duke will do it at his pleaſure : 

The rich, you-know, to mind the poor haw't leiſure. 
Thus for twelve moons; to me twelve tedious 
* a © | 

Alternately poſſeſt with hopes and fears, 

In vain I've waited ; rent ſtill running on, 

Gods! need a Poet haſte to be undone ? 

Ye Belles and Beaux, whom (d) Bath, or Spa, or 

” 1 

Or Pyrmont waters drain of many a piſtole: 

Ye cuſtomers to (e) Dr. Anodyne 

For p#//s and lozenges, O mix with mine 

Your friendly tears, we'll deluge till our ſtreams 

Shall waſh thoſe barb'rous props into the thames. 

But ſoft, O muſe,no more of wrongs complain, 

To Seymour, ſure, thou can't not cry in vain. 

In him, hereditary virtues ſnineĩ̃;m 

(Virtue's inherent to his noble line.) 

His ſoul's _— * - 3 5 

His country's good, his glory, and applauſe. 

His heart dame the i ür; to N 5 

He need but know, moſt certain to redreſs. 

Ev'n now, he ſympathiſes with thy grief, 

And his known fuſtice ſoon will ſend relief. 


To 


(Ad) That op bas been noted many years fr the fate of thoſe waters, 
l) Ars gh were fold 8 . | 
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Hail 


Then into duſt infus'd the living ſoul : | 
Can that be fathom'd by a thing finite? 
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To Mr. Po PE. 


Occaſon d by reading. his Eſſay on Man, 

and the Letters which paſſed betæuixt 

* him and the late Biſhop Atterbury whey 
the Biſhop was in the Tower. * 


T HO can forbear the tempting task to praiſe, 
Iho' in feint numbers, your immortal lays? 
ail greatly favour'd of th? inſpiring pine, 
On, whom. Apo/lo's rays. ſo ſtrongly thine. 
Vou can our. MG engage, 
Raiſe in out boſoms, pity, love, or rage. 


Not the fam'd Stagyrite cou'd higher ſoar, 


Or with more ſtrength great nature depths explore: 


Man thou haſt taught us, ſhou'd from pride be free, 


Not baaſt his reaſon gainſt 1 05 7 
the 


The firſt almighty mind that form'd the whole, 


85 ealy darkneſs may out- blaze the light. 


ur modern reas' ners, with their utmoſt skill, 
Prove only this, that their oun Hyftem's ill. 
For till the clay can make the potters band, 
Th' eternal laws of providence muſt ſtand. 
Who, Milo-lite, attempts to break that chain, 
With Milo muſt in the bold act be lain. 


Go on, great poet, let free-thinkers rage; 


Let 


-y ſtill defame thee, on his ſtage. 


Go 


2 „ 5 . 
* 


* * 
+ 


If grief, tho? abſent, they can drop a tear. 


Who on his fate can think, without a tear ? 


But ah, in vain, we now, his loſs deplore ; 
Since ſeas of tears cannot that loſs reſtore, 
The good to him ſhall go, but he return no 
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Go on, and teach us what we want to know, 
That pride to man, is a deſtruttive foe. | 


The friends to virtue, thou art ſure to gain, 
And (tho' but few) they ſhine a glorious train. 
That thoſe are thine, thy late epi#les ſhew, , 
Where from the heart each ſyllable does flow. 
In that ſweet intercourſe *twixt friend and friend, 
With pleaſure, honeſt minds, themſelyes unbend. 
If joy tranſport us, they the bleſſing ſhare, 


Tho” priſon walls the body ſhou'd confine, 
Yet they may meet, like ROCHESTER's andthine. 
O name for ever ſacred, ever dear ! 


Our ſympathiſing ſouls at diſtance join; 


Where you take leave, and tenderly adviſe, 


When on the moving page I turn my eyes, ] 
My ſoul ſends forth, involuntary ſighs. 


Who can deſcribe your undiſſembl'd woes, 


The heart-felt pang that in your boſom roſe ; 


When he, an exil'd ſtranger, hence was driven? 


(Tho? now, a bleſt inhabitant of heaven; 
Religion then, and learning loſt a friend ; 
(Curſt faction muſt it ever England rend.) 


more. 
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An ODE for the GRAND KRAIBAR. 
M. DCC. XXXIV. 


83 


Vive tuo, Frater, tempore, vive meo. Mart. 


„ 


|] 5 
A OCIAL good-humour, ſweet and free, 


8 The ſoul of all ſociety; 
thee poſſeſs'd, what need we more; 
Thou art thy ſelf a mighty ſtore. 

Thy praiſe ſhall ever be my ſong ; 

What joys to /7:cnd/hip do belong 

| Union and peace with KHABR'ITES move 
| Like the harmonious orbs above; 
For theſe the KHAIBAR fam'd ſhall be, 


Till time gives place t' eternity. 
| CHORD £65; 
Gay mirth and freedom here our hearts 2 | 


To ſcenes of joy each brother we invite, 
Such is the happy lot of ev'ry KHaiBakiTE. ) 


II. 


Man was unbleſs'd in paradiſe, 

Till woman from him took her riſe; 
Forlorn he wander'd Eden thro 
Nor ſocial joys, nor Vi iendſbip knew: 


But 


POEMS.” 
But when the mother of mankind | 
Appear'd, ſhe charm'd his od-like mind. 
Inſtant did Heav'n their ſouls Ware. * 
And ADAM (the firſt KHAIBARTTE) 
O'er that beſt gift enamour'd hung, 
And love, and joy, unloos'd his tongue. 


CHORUS. 


Then ſweet ſaciety at firſt began; | 
Society ! that glads the heart of man, ( 
And lengthens hugh life beyond its deſtin'd 
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Shall ſhine diſtinguiſh'd. by the throne, | 
To BRITONS, and to CAROLINE - Ea, 
Far ever ſaëred, ſtill divine 
ASSAU augments the royal race 
ith ANNA join'd ; let ev'ry face 
Be crown'd with joy, let KHAIBARITES * 
Purſue their annual free delights; _.'  . - 
Concord and Vriendſbip ever rein, 

And murm'ring Envy pine in vain. 

CHORUS. | 
FREER MasoNs e'er creation boaſt their rights; 

But humbler WE, whoſe thoughts ſoar no'ſuch 

haghts -.:: 10} of 76 en aft 

Own ADaM for the ſire of = rue KL 


This Vear, the prince of Or ARGE was married to the Prainciss 
Rovat of England. | 
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An ODE for the GRAND | KHA 18A K. 
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I. 
Mo brothers, we're met, let's ſalute the 


7 good dax 3 "a 
That convenes us in friendſhip together. 


Devoted to mirth let all care be away, 
Nor none bring Anxiety hither. 
At precedence and ſtate the ambitious-may aim, 
And lifted by pride, ſcorn their neighbours ; 


The Brotherhood here, do thoſe vices diſclaim, 


"Tis Freedom unites the GRAND KHAIBARS, | 


e 0 
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The pleaſures of life do rage ſurely ſubſiſt 


In a friendly converſe with each other: - 


— 
* 


50 May KHAIBARITEs enlarge their ſtill growing /:/?, 


ill a thouſand ſhall hail us with Brother. 


| Society forms and embelliſhes man; 


1 


The cynical only do flout it. 


The world were a deſart without it: 
Good Fellowſhip: then, ſhall improve life's ſhort 
4 Fe: ſpan, : "3 5 2 7 221 70 Sb IG 
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POEMS: 


III. 


If happy you'd be, or 5 . * ay, 
Tis here that thoſe bleſſings alt 
—_ will make age look as blooming as 
ay; _ | ö ö 
See Bacchus in triumph does enter! * 


[ 


A His train of attendants bear bottles of port, 
The generous juice will inſpire us; 
The wiſeſt of mortals to him make their court. 
His treaſures alone are defirous. : 


JS - 


IV. 


The table:is crowntd; let the full flowing glaſs 
Move briskly, to ſtint it is folly; 
To th' immortal, GRAND KHAIBAR, around let 
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© While here we fit ſocial and jolly : ä 
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Are th' only true KHABARTTES founded. 


The world muſt acknowledge that WE of the 


V. 


So antient our order, no Gormogon can | 
Contend with us. Like the WELCH nation, 
When time was but young, the GRAND K HAl- 
„Bak began, a 
While yet there was no high en 
333 en 
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15 POEMS. 


Then let us commem' rate St. DaviD's bleſt 
morn, 
The whiteſt in all hiſs ſoft ſeaſon : 
On this .glorious Day was QUEEN CAROLINE | 
born; 
Our loyalty ſquares with our reaſon, 


VL 


H ark! ths maſter now ſtrikes the vent founding! 
| Iyre, 
What 4 in muſſc's ſweet numbers: 
Our ſouls they command, noble actions inſpire. 
Ev'n frency they calm into ſlumbers! 
Then all in the chorus, let's heartily join; 
_- Health, honour, and peace to the KHAIBAR 5 
United we'll live, all our hearts ſhall combine, 
While happineſs ſtill crowns our labour. 
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1 | 
* I. 
10 M E ies us be merry, good humour 'd and 


gay. 
* bind us caſt trouble and ſorrow ;  : 
Let wine, mirth and freedom, — * us to day, 
= thinking reſerve for- to-morrow. 6 
Then 
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Then KH41B'RITES be jovial, this feſtival crown 
With /riend/ſhip, with joy, and with pleaſure; 


Let none of us here, wear a cynical frown; 
For bretherly ove i is a treaſure. 


In focial enjoyments the KHap RITES delight : 


No longer can life be deſirous 
Then whi 1 in good offices, all do unite, | 
And „ and love do inſpire us. 
Such pleaſures as theſe the ambitious ne'er taſte, 
Nor meet on the SQUARE like the KHAIBARS, 
Life is but to them a ſtarv'd Tantalus Feaſt, 


Who pine at the lot of their neighbours. 


III. 


Here * beauty, a order, and friendhhip combine, 
To raiſe the delight of each brother; 
Fidelity does with conflimry join, 
' Uniting us firm to each other. 
No diſcord, or Jarring, the nnn er 
know. | =” 
In harmony we meet together; | 
We're friendly to all, who can then 1 our foe? 
Or how can fell Anger come hither ? . 


. The uſual Healths of the Grand Khaibar, 


ah _—_— 
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We Te not, *tis true, to be Pre-adamites, | 
To Maſons we leave ſuch vain fancies ; 

Pthe clouds is their origine, ſo are their rites z 

They're heroes of their own romances. 

But we of the KHa1BaR thoſe fables deſpiſe, 1 
We deal not in ſuch ſpeculations; 

With truth we're contented, we broach not 
ſtrange hes, | 
- Tho? lwallow'd by men of all nations. 


V. 


This Day to true B&ITONSs will ever 5 dear, 
And ſhine with great. luſtre in ſtory; 
It FNC us a QUNEEN, who makes _ her | 
are, 
And ſtudies to keep up its 8 
Then let the full bumper go chearfully round, 
To CAROLINE and the GRAND KHAIBAR ; 
There s nought but good fellowſhip here to be 
_. found, 
= eb one wiſhes well to his r. 
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Sickneſs and Death 


Of her LAT E 


Moſt SackED⁰ MAJESTY. 


HE QUEEN diſeasd! Behold how ev'ry eye 
Ils fill'd with tears: All to the Temples fly, 
Imploring heav'n the great, and good, to ſpare, 
To heav'n their yows are made, they pierce 

bY. | | 


A weeping people ſends one univerſal prayer. | 


1 A pation kneels, but kneels, alas! in vain, 
Inexorable death aſſerts his rela | 
O bright exemplar! In whoſe life was ſeen 


That virtue adds a glory to a QUEEN. | 7 44” 
> 


The pomp of power may ſtrike a vulgar mi 
She us'd it, only to be juſt, and kin. 
In her, Di/tre/s was ſure to find a friend; 


Her Charity, to All, ſhe did extend. 
Her ſecret bounty thouſands did ſuſtain : 
To her, true worth was never known in vain. 


Smiling 
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ne re of death; 
ly ſigh'd, when ſhe refign'd her breatly - - 
FT he ſons of art their utmoſt pow'r diſplay'd,, 
= And the whole force of medicine was effay*d; - 
Dauntleſs ſhe bore excruciating pain, 
And arm'd with piety, did not complain. 
To heav'n reſign'd, on faith's feraphic wi 
Her ſoul flew up to the almighty Nei 18 
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